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THE NEW TEAR. 




BOHn-HJUnAJTAB, wx 

Not whik Um MMfif-tlirood rmnd ditd MHk It 

And naked braaehM poial to frotoi ekkii -* 
Whoa ortlianb bitni thrnr kotpt ol Aoy gold, 

TW fimpo glowt Itko a jtwol, aad Um 
A MO ol b«oat J oad olMUKloaeo li0s» 

TbM Um oow joor it borm. 



Look whoffo Um moUwr ol Um sMoUit spltfb 

lo Um frtoo cUohmm ol Um onto nntd Wttl, 
Hot brory Imtb ol plootj» droppiaf fillt» 
C00I9 iMTTttl-fooduif dowti iai« 
Uglili 
Tbod kbor wiUi f roiliott, Joj oad loit 
Prtlofiy to rtqoito 



Blow, Itrool«UM 

DotktoUi/ 
WkkUiUM 

TWrwi^dork 



1 Con 

(obn iMort Uvib 
Uood, llij ootd croTtt oIL 



T* 



t 




S TBB MEW YKAM. 

For nerer yet, nnce on the holj heiglity 

TIm Temple*! marble walli of white and green 
Caned like the eoa-waTee, f dly and the worid'e 
light 
Want out in darfcneeit — nerer was the year 
Greater with portent and with promiie eeent 
Than thie ere now and here. 

Even as the Prophet promiied, eo yoor tent 

Hath been enlarged unto earth's farthest rim. 
To snow-eapped Sierras from vast steppes ye 
wenti 
Throogh fire and hlood and tempest4ossing 
ware, 
Vcr freedom to proclaim and worship Ilim, 
Miglity to slay and sare. 

High abore flood and fire ye held the scroll. 
Out of tlic depllis ye pablishcd still tlie Word. 

No bodily pang Itad power to swenre yoor soul : 
Ye, in a cynic age of crumbling faiths. 

Lived to bear witness to the liring Lord, 
Or died a thousand deailis. 

In two diridcd streams the exiles part, 

One rolling homeward to its ancient source, 

One mulling sunward with fresh will, new heart 
By each tlie trutli u spread, the law unfurled, 

Eaeh separata soul contains tlio nation's force. 
And both embrace the world. 




TUB CROW IN Q OF THE RED COCK. 8 

Kindle the silver candle's seren rays, 

Offer tlio first f niits of the clustered bowerst 
The garnered spoil of bees. With prayer and 
praise 
Rejoice tliat once more triedi once more we 
prove 
How strength of supreme suffering still is oort 
For Truth and Law and Lore. 



THE CROWING OF THE RED COCK. 

Across Uie Elostem sky has glowed 
The flicker of a blood-red dawn, 

Once more the clarion cock has crowed. 
Once more the sword of Christ is drawn* 

A million buniing roof trees light 

The world-wide path of Israors flight 

Where is the Hebrew's fatherland ? 

The folk of Christ is sore bestead ; 
The Son of Man is bruised and bannedf 

Nor finds whereon to lay his head. 
His cup is gall, his meat is tears, 
His passion lasts a thousand years. 

Each crime that wakes in man the beast. 

Is visited upon his kind. 
Tlie lust of mobs, the greed of priest, 

Tlie tyranny of kings, eombbed 




r THE CMOWiNO OF TBK MED COCK. 

To root hb Mad from Mitli agaiiif 
Hit TMoid it oiM eiy of pain. 

"When tho long roll of Chrittiaii gidtt 
Agaiott hit tint and kin it known, 

Tha flood of taan, tha lif o4>lood tpO^ 
Tha agon J of agea thowni 

IHiat oeaana can tha ttain renioTa» 

IVtoi CSuiatian law and Chrittian lora 7 

Nay, dota tha book ; not now, not hara^ 
Tha hidaont tala of tb nanatai """^ 

BaCchobg in tha niart7r*a aar, 
Evan ha might nana nTangefol hata, 

Eren ha might torn in wrath tublima, 

With blood for blood and crima for erima» 

CWard ? Not ha, who facta daath, 
Who tingly againtt worldt hat f ooghty 

For what ? A naroa ha ma/ not brtatha. 
For libartj of prajar and thonght 

Tha angrj tword ha will not what. 

Hit noblar tatk it — to forgot 




iN BXiLB. 



IN EXILE. 



*' SfaM UmI AlJ tfll MW Mr lif • il MM 

We Uv« A tfw WttlMffly HI*. Evfty 
lir wpper w IaIm A Mttl wi4oti1m a%lMj Mk 



TwiuoHT it iMft, toft bfwiM bow the giiw, 
D»/'t tottticb of Twiotts toil break efewljr oA, 

Tbe joke-freed oxen low, the petient om 
Dipe hit drj nottril in the eool, deep tio«glL 

Up fron the prmirie the teaned herdww pete 
With froth/ peik, guiding with voieee rovgh 

Their adder4ighte«ed kiae. Freeh toMlle el 

The rirh, bUck f orrowe ol the glebe teod fofth. 

After the Sovthera de j of heevj toil. 

How good to lie, with liaibe relaxed, bfowe 
bate 
To erening't faa, and watch the tinnlie areatht 
eoU 
Up from one's pi p et le m throagh the rajleet airb 
So deeon theae oaaeed tillefe ol the toil. 
Who ttretched beaeath the thadowfaw 

PtacefnU/ oa the lUMtnfoliliag tkiee, 
And aaoM their life aabroken paradiee 



The ho»adird tlag thai hat eecaped the padit 
And paalt al eaee within a thaeh4eavod daB I 




6 tN EXILE. 



The miiinpriaoned Uid that finds the traek 
Through •on-bathed spaee, to where hie leUowe 
dweUi 
The mart jr, granted reepite from the raekf 
The death-doomed Tietim pardoned from hie 
cell,— 
Such only know the joj these exiles gainy -* 
Life's sharpest rapture is sorcease of pain. 

Strange faeee thetrsi wherethroogh the Orient 



Gleams from the eyes and glows athwart the 
skin. 
Orare lines of stadious thought and purpose 
run 
From curl-crowned forohoad to dark-bearded 
chin. 
And OYcr all tlio seal it iitiim|)od tlicrcon 
Of anguiah branded by a world of sin^ 
In fire and blood tlirough ages on Uioir name, 
Their seal of glory and the Gentiles' shame. 

Freedom to lore the law that ^loson brought. 
To sing tlio songs of David, and to think 

The tliotights Gabirol to Spinoza taught, 
Freedom to dig the common earth, to drink 

The universal air — for this they sought 
Refuge o'er ware and continent, to link 

Egypt with Texas in their mystic chain, 

And truth's perpetual lamp forbid to wane. 




IN MBMORIAU — REV. J. J. L TONS. 7 

Hark ! through the quiet erening air, their eong 
Floats forth with wild tweet rhythm and glad 
refrain. 

Thoy ting the conquest of the spirit strong, 
Tlie soul that wrests the Tictory from pain | 

Tlie noble joys of manhood that belong 
To comrades and to broUiers. In their strain 

Bustle of palms and Eastern streams one hears. 

And the broad prairie melts in mist of tears. 



IN MEMORIAM — REV. J. J. LYON& 

BOSU-UASnANAU, 5038. 

TiiK golden hanrest-tido is here, the com 
Bows its i)roud tojM beneath tlie roaper*s hand. 
BiiNs orchards' plontoous yields enrich tlie land | 
Bring tlie first fruits and ofTer Uiem this mom, 
With tlio stored sweetness of all summer hourSf 
Tlie amber honey sucked from myriad flowers, 
And sacrifice your best first fruits to-day, 
Witli fainting hearts and hands forespent with 

toU, 
Offer the mellow harvest's splendid spoil, 
To Him who gives and Him who takes away. 

Bring timbrels, bring the harp of sweet accord, 
And in a pleasant psalm your voice attune. 
And blow the comet greeting the new moon* 
Sing, holy, holy, holy, is the Lord, 
Who killeth and who qnickeneth again, 



8 tn unuoRtAU^MEV. /. /. ltohb. 

Who wooiideUi, and who healeth mortal paint 
Whoae hand affliels na, and who aends na peaea. 
Hail thou ilim are of promiaa in the Wett, 
Thoa pledge of eertain plen^, pMce, and reat 
With the ipent jeaff may the jear*e aonowa 



For there b raooming now in lerael, 
The crown, the garland of the hranching tree 
la ploeked and withered. Ripe of jeara waa he. 
The prieat, the good old man who wrought ao 

weU 
Upon his choaen glehe. For he was one 
Who at his seed-plot toiled through rain and 

sun. 
Mom found him not as one who sinmberoth, 
Noon saw him faithful, and the restful night 
Stole o'er him at his labors to requite 
The just man*s senriee wiili tlie just num's death. 

What shall be said when such as he do pass ? 
Go to the hill-side, ncath tlie cypress-trees. 
Fall midst that peopled silence on your knees, 
And weep that man must wither as the grass. 
Bat mourn him not, whose blameless life com- 
plete 
Rounded its perfect orb, whose sleep is sweet, 
Whom we must follow, but may not rccalL 
Salute Willi aolemn trumpets tlie Now Year, 
And oiTer honeyed fruits as were he here, 
Though ye be siok with wormwood and with gall. 




THE VALLEY OF BACA. 9 

THE VALLEY OF BACA. 

P8ALM LXXZIT. 

A BRACKISH lake is there with bitter poola 
Anigh its margin, brushed by heavy trees. 

A piping wind the narrow valley eoolsi 
Fretting the willows and the eyiiresses. 

Gray skies above, and in the gloomy space 

An awfiil presence hath its dwelling-place. 

I saw a youth pass down that vale of tears \ 
His head was circled wiUi a crown of thorn, 

His form was bowed as by the weight of years. 
His wayworn feet by stones were cut and torn* 

His eyes were sudi as liave beheld the sword 

Of terror of the angel of tlie Lord. 

He passed, and clouds and shadows and thick 
hase 
Fell and encompassed him. I might not see 
What hand upheld liim in those dismal ways. 

Wherethrough he staggered with his misery. 
The creeping mists that trooped and spread 

around. 
The smitten head and writhing form enwound. 

Then slow and gradual but sure they rose, 
Those clinging vapors blotting out the sky. 

The youth had fallen not, his viewless foes 
Diseomfltedt had left the victoiy 




10 TBK MANMMM OF TBM JEW. 

Unto the heui that fainted not nor iuled, 
But from the hiU-tope its aelTntioa hailed* 



I looked at him in dreed lert I shodd tee, 
The angoish of the etroggle in his ejree \ 

And lo» groat peaee was there I THomphantlj 
The innsliine orowned him from the eaered 

^ Fkom etrongth to itrangth he goeef**he kaTta 

beneath 
The ?all^ ef the shadow aad of death. 

**Thriee Meet who passbg thro«|^ that Tale of 

Tears, 
Hakes it a welly** — and draws life-noorish- 

ment 
Vtom tlioso death-bitter drops. No grie^ no 

fears 
Assail him further, he ma/ scorn the event. 
For nanght hath power to swenre the steadfast 

soul 
Within that valle/ broken and made whole. 



TIIE BANNER OF THE JEW. 

Wakk, Israel, wake ! Recall to-day 

The glorious Blaccabean rage. 
The sire heroici hoary-gra/f 
fire-fold lion-lineage : 




THE BANNER OF THE JEW. 

Tho Wise, tho Elect, the HeliH>f-God, 
The BurBt-of«Spring, the Aronging Rod.^ 
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From Mizpeh's mountain-ridge they saw 
Jerusalem's empty streets, her shrine 

Laid waste where Greeks profaned the liaWf 
Witli idol and witli pagan sign. 

Mourners in tattered black were therei 

With ashes sprinkled on tlioir hair* 

Then from the stony peak there rang 
A blast to ojM the grares : down poured 

The Maccabeon clan, who sang 
Their battle-antliem to tlie Lord. 

Fire heroes lead, and following, seOf 

Ten thousand rush to yictory ! 

^y^\i for Jerusalem's trumpet now. 

To blow a blast of shattering powers 
.To wake the sleepers high and low. 

And rouse them to Uie urgent hour I 
No hand for vengeance — but to save, 
A million naked swords should ware* ^^^ 



Oh deem not dead Uiat martial fire, 
Say not the mystic fiame is spent I 
With Moses' law and David's lyre, 
^ Your ancient strength remains unbent 

^ The soiM of BUttathlM— JonsthMi, John, Elsaser, 
Sbaoo (slio etlled tho Jowol), and Jades, tho Mace. 




IS THE aUARDIAN Of TffE BED DISK. 

Lei bat an Ezra rise anew, 
ToVdXiiMbBanneroftKeJewt 

A ra|^, a mock at first — erelong. 

When men hare bled and women wept. 

To guard its precious folds from wrong, 
Even they who shrank, even thej who slept» 

Shall leap to bless it, and to sare* 

Strike ! for the brare rerere the brare I 



THE GUARDIAN OF THE RED DISK. 

8P0KEK BY A CmZEK OF MALTA — laOa 

A CURIOUS title held in high repate, 
One among many honors, tliicklj strewn 
On my lord Bishop's head, his grace of Malta. 
Nobly he bears them all, — with tact, skill, zeal. 
Fulfills each special office, rast or slight, 
Nor slars tlie least minntia, — tlierewithal 
Wears such a stately aspect of command, 
Broad-checked, broad-chested, reyerend, sancti- 
fied, 
Haloed with white about the tonsure's rim, 
With dropped lids o*er the piercing Spanish eyes 
(Lynx-keen, I warrant, to spy out heresy) ; 
Tall, massire form, o'ertoweqng all in presence. 
Or ere they kneel to kiss the large white hand. 
His looks sustain his deeds, — the perfect pre- 

Ute, 
Whose Toid chair shall be taken, but not filled. 




TMM QVAMDIAtf OF TMM MED DiBK. It 

To« know not, wlio •*% f orvigB to lbs itk^ 
HAplj, whal thb Red Diak ouij W* U fnidt. 
T it Um bright l>loca^ big M IIm Royml Mil, 
Branded beneath the beard of every Jew. 
These Termin to infest the ielo, to tlido 
Inio all bywajBt highwajt that maj lead 
Direct or roondahoot to wealth or power, 
Some pUin, plump ouirk waa needed, to prolMl 
From the degrading eontaet Christian folk. 



The eril had grown m o ostf o tts : eertain J4 
Wore soch a haoghty air, had so refined. 
With Miper-Mbtile arte, strict, monkish Itree, 
And stadiofM habit, the coarse Hebrew tjpoi 
One might hare elbowed in the poblie maii 
Iseariot, — nor suspected one's sool-periL 
Christ's blood ! it seU mj flesh a<reep lo thiakl 
We may breathe frselj now, not fearing taail» 
Praised be oar good Lord Bishop I He koopo 

coont 
Of ererjr Jew, and prints on cheek or ehki 
The scarlet stamp of separateaess, of 



No beard, bloe-black, grissled or Jnda»«olofodt 
Maj hide that dsmning Itttlo wafsrHamo. 
When one appears therewith, the arcUae 
Good sport 's al Imad i they tt^ t^Mir 

8«re of their game. Bat OMtt the wisdom 
Upon the anboUefers' selres \ thejr kan 





14 TME HMW'KUKIEL. 

Thm proper rank; erondit eringeyMid hide,— 

Uj bj 
Their ineoleiiee of eelf-eetaoiii i no more 
FUuAt forth in rich nttirOf bat in dull weedi, 
Slorenlj donnedi wooU slink pnet nnobeerred i 
Bow eerrile necks nnd crook obeeqaioot kneoti 
Chin tank in hollow chaeti ojret fixed on enrUi 
Or blinking aidewiiey but to apprehend 
Whether or not the hated spot bo spied. 
I warrant mj Lord Kshop has faD hands, 
Onardhig the Bed Disk — lest one rogue eseiye I 

THE NEW EZEKIEL. 

What, can these dead bones lire, whoso sap is 
dried 

By twenty scordiing centnries of wrong? 
Is this the lloose of Israel, whose pride 

Is as a tale that's told, an ancient song ? 
Are these ignoble relics all that lire 

Of psalmist, priest, and prophet ? Can the 
breatli 
Of Terj hearen bid these bones reriTe, 

Open the grares and clothe the ribs of death? 

Yea, Prophesy, the Lord hath said. Again 
Say to tlie wind, Come forth and breathe 
afresh, 

Even that they may lire upon these slain, 
And bone to bone shall leap, and flesh to flesh. 



THE CHOICE. 



16 



The Spirit is not dead, proclaim the word, 
Where laj dead bonea, a hoiit of armed men 
standi 

I ope your graros, my people, saitli the Lord, 
And I shall place you living in your land. 



THE CHOICE. 

I SAW in dream the spirits unbegot, 
Veiled, floating phantoms, lost in twilight space ; 
For one tlie hour had struck, he paused ; the place 
Rang with an awful Voice : 

** Soul, choose thy lot I 
Two paths are offered ; that, in Tclvet-flower, 
Slopes easily to ererj earthly prize. 
Follow the multitude and bind tliine eyes, 
Thou and thy sons' sons shall have i>cace with 

power. 
This narrow track skirts the abysmal rerge. 
Here shalt tliou stumble, totter, weep and bleed, 
All men shall hate and hound thee and thy seed, 
Tliy portion be the wound, the stripe, the scourge. 
But in thy hand I place my lamp for light, 
Tliy blood shall be the witness of my Law, 
Choose now for all the ages I '' 

Then I saw 
The unveiled spirit, grown divinely bright. 
Choose the grim path. He turned, I knew full well 
The pale, great mar^r-f orehead shadowy-curled, 
yT^^ glowing eyes tlmt had renounced the worldy 
[J>isgraced, despised, immortal Israel 'i 




16 THE WOMLi/B JUBTiCM. 

p..- ^ ^ ^ ^ THE WORLD'S JUSTICBi 



Ir iHd radden tidingi 

That on tome Car, foreign ooniW 
Buried agos long from lune» 

Ilad been found a remnant loat 
Of that hoarj race who dwelt 

Bj the golden Nile diYinOt 
Spake the Pliaraoli'e tongne and knelt 

At the moon-crowned Isit' thrine— 
How at rererend Egjpt*e feet. 
Pilgrims from all lands wodd meet 1 « 

If tlio sudden news were known, 

Tliat anigh the desertpplace 
Where once blossomed Babylon, 

Scions of a might/ race 
Still BunriTecl, of giant build, 

Huntsmen, warriors, priest and sage, 
Wliose ancestral fame had filled, 

Trumpetptongued, the earlier age, 
How at old Assyria's feet 
Pilgrims from idl bnds wooU meet I 

Tet when Egypt's self was young. 
And Assjrria's bloom unworn. 

Ere the mythic Homer sung. 
Ere the gods of Greece were bom, 

Lived the nation of one Qod, 
Priests of freedom, sons of Shem, 
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Never quelled bj yoke or rody 

Foanden of Jcnualem — 
It there one abides to-day, 
Seeker of dead ciUes, say I 

Answer, now as then, they are ; 

Scattered broadcast o*er the landsi 
Knit in spirit nigh and far, 

AVitli indissoluble bands. 
Half tlie world adores their God, 

Tliey tlie living law proclaim, 
And their guerdon is — the rod, 

Stripes and scourgings, death and shamo. 
Still on IsraeFs head forlorn. 
Every nation heaps its scorn. 



THE SUPREME SACRIFICE. 
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WblItKIOH two tliousand years hath Israel 

Suffered the scorn of man for love of Grod ; 

Endured the outlaw's ban, the yoke, the rody 
With perfect patience. Empires rose and fell, 

Around him Nebo was adored and Bel ; 
Edom was drunk with victory, and trod 
On his high places, while tlie sacred sod 

Was desecrated by the infldol. 
His faith proved steadfast, without breach or flaw, 

But now the last renouncement is required. 
His tmch prevails, his Qod is God, his Law 

Is found the wisdom most to be deriredi 
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Noi Ut Iht glorjr I Ha, maligiied, mialmoinit 
Bom lut meek head, end eejey^Thj will be 



THE FEAST OF UQHTS. 

KoTDLB the taper like the etoedfael itar 

Abkie on ovening'i f oiolieed o*er the eerthy 
And add each night n hetro till afar 

An eightfold eplendor ehine abore thj hearth* 
Ghih, Israel, the ejrmbali, tooeh the Ijrre, 

Blow the broM tnunpei and the hanh-tongned 
homt 
Chant psalms of Tictofjr UU the heart takes fire, 

The Maeeabean spirit leap new4Nnrn. 

Remember how from wintry dawn till night. 
Such songs were song in Zion, when again 
On the high altar flamed the sacred light, 
And« purified from erery Syrian stain, 
The foam-white walls with golden shields were 
hong, 
With crowns and silken spoils, and at the 
shrine, 
Stood, midst their conqneror-tribe, fife 
spmng 
Fhym one heroic stock, one seed dirine. 



Fire branches grown from MatUthias' stem. 
The Blessed John, the Keen-Eyed Jonathan, 
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Simon the fair, the Bont-of Spring* the Gem, 
Elenzar, Help of-6od ; o'er all his clan 

Juda8 the Lion-Prince, the Avenging Rod, 
Towered in warrior-beanty, uncrowned king, 

Armed with the breastplate and the sword of God, 
Whose praise is : ^' He roceired the perishing/' 

Tliej who had camped within the mountain-pass. 

Couched on the rock, and tented noath the skj, 
Wlio saw from Mixpoli's hoiglits tlie tangled grass 

Choke tlie wide Temple-courts, tho altar lie 
Disfigured and polluted — who had flung 

Their faces on tlio stones, and mourned aloud 
And rent tlieir garments, wailing witli one tongue, 

Crushed as a wind-swept bed of reeds is bowedy 

Even they by one Toice fired, one heart of flame. 

Though broken reeds, had risen, and were 
men, 
Tlicy rushed upon the spoiler and o*ercame. 

Each arm for freedom had the strength of ten* 
Now is their mourning into dancing turned. 

Their sackcloth doffed for garments of delight, 
Week-long the f estire torches shall be burned, 

Musio and rerelry wed day with night. 

Still ours the dance, the feast, the glorious Psalm, 
T^Le^oystio lighU of emblem, and the Word. 

"Where is our Judas ? Where our fiTe-branehed 

/ palm? 

Where are the lion-warriors of the Lord ? 
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Clash, Israel, the eymluds, loach the lyre, 

Sound Um brass trampet and the harsh-tongaed 
horn, 

CSuuii hjmns of rietory till the heart take firOi 
The Maccabean spirit leap new4xnrB I 

QIFT8. 

•* WoRLD^OD, giTe me Wealth I '* the Egyptian 

cried. 
His prayer was granted. High as hearen, behold 
Palace and Pyramid ; tlie brimming tide 
Of larish Mile washed all his hind with gold. 
Armies of slaves toiled ant-wise at his feet, 
World-circling traffic roared through mart and 

street, 
Hb priests were gods, his spice-balmed kings^en- 

shrined, 
Set death at naught in rock-ribbed chamels deep. 
Seek Plianioh*s race UMlay and ye shall find 
Rust and the moth, silence and dusty sleep. 

<' O World-God, give me beauty ! '' cried the 

Greek. 
His prayer was granted. All the earth became 
Plastic and vocal to his sense ; each peak. 
Each grove, each stream, quick with Prometliean 

flame, 
Peopled the world with imaged grace and light 
The lyre was his, and his the breathing might 



airra. 
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Of tlie immortal marble, hii the play 
Of diamond-]M>inted thought aiid golden tongiM* 
Go seek the sun-Bliino race, 70 find to-dajr 
A broken colnmn and a lute unttmng. 

** O World-God, giro me Power I " the Roman 

cried. 
His prayer was granted. The rast world was 

chained 
A caiitire to the diariot of his pride. 
Tlie blood of myriad provinces was drained 
To feed tlmt fierce, insatiable red heart 
Invulnerably bulwarked every part 
WiUi serried legions and witli close-meshed Code^ 
Within, tlie burrowing worm had gnawed its homei 
A roofless ruin stands where once abode 
The imperial race of everlasting Rome. 



" Godhead, give me Truth ! " the Hebrew 
His prayer was granted ; he became the slave 
Of the Idea, a pilgrim far and wide. 
Cursed, hated, spumed, and scourged with none 

to save. 
The Pharaohs knew him, and when Greece be* 

held. 
His wisdom wore the hoary crown of Eld* 
Beauty he hath forsworn, and wealth and power* 
Seek him to-day, and find in every land* 
No fire consumes him, neither floods devour \ 
Immortal through the lamp within his hand. 




2S un. 

BAR KOCHBA. 

ITebp, Imcll jour Uidy meed ovlpoiir 

Of gnOef nl konuige on hb laUon haadt 
Tliat narer eonnud of triumph worOf 

Untombedt dishonoitNlt and Qnchaplelad* 
If Victory nwkei tlio horo, raw Snecefi 

TIm itamp of Tiriaoy nnromemUorod 
Be tlion tlio «lciiiierato airifo, tho iitomi and ttreii 

Of tlio laft Warrior Jow. Bat if dio man 
Who dies for f roedom, loving all tliingi leiiy 

Agaimt world4ogions, mnrtoringliia poor elan \ 
The weak, the wrongody the minoraUoy to aend 

Their deatlMiy'i protest through Ihoagea* 
•pan — 
If sneh an one be worth/, jre ehall lend 

Eternal thanki to Iiim, eternal praise. 
I^oUer the conqoered than the eonqneror's end I 

1492. 

Tiiou two-faeed year, HoUior of Cliangeand Fate, 
Didst weep when Spain east forth with flaming 

swordf 
The children of the prophets of the Lord, 
Prince, priest, and people, s]nimed bj tcalot hate. 
Hounded from sea to sea, from state to state, 
The West refused them, and the East abhorred. 
No anchorage the known world could afford, 
C l ose lo ck ed was orery port, bairsd ereiy gate. 
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Then smiling, Uioa onTeilMst, two-faced 

year, 
A rirgin world where doors of sunset part* 
Saying, << Ho, all who weary, enter here I 
There falls each ancient barrier that tlie art 
Of race or creed or rank devised, to rear 
Orim balwarked hatred between heart and heart I ** 
1888. 

THE BIRTH OF MAN. 

▲ LEOIUTD OF TUB TALUUI>. 



When angels visit earili, Uie messengers 

Of God*s decree, they come as lightning, wind : 

Before tlie tlirone, tliey all are living fire. 

There stand fonr rows of angels — to Uie right 

Tlie hosts of lilicliael, Gabricrs to the left, 

Before, tlie troop of Ariel, and behind, 

The ranks of Raphael ; all, with one accord. 

Chanting the glory of Uio Everlasting. 

\5\Km tlio high and holy jtlirono Uiore rests. 

Invisible, tlie Majesty of God. 

Abont his brows tlie crown of mystery 

Whereon tlie sacred letters are engraved 

Of tlie unutterable Name. He grasps 

A sceptre of keen fire ; the universe 

Is compassed in His glance ; at His right hand 

Life stands, and at His left hand standeth Death. 
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Ixs the dirine idea of making nuui 
Ilmd gprtmi abroad among Uie hearenlj botls j 
And all at once before tbe immortal throne 
Pre«ed troope of angels and of eeraphinii 
TVith mindf oppoeed* and eontradieting eriee : 
•« Fnlfill, great Father, thine exalted thon^^t I 
Create and giro onto the earth her king I '' 
*^ Cease, cease, Almighty God I create no more I ^ 
And soddenljT upon the heaTcnlj sphere 
Deep silence fell ; before the immortal throne 
The angel Mercy knelt, and tlius ho spoke : 
** FalfiU, great Father, thine exalted thought I 
Create the likeness of thyself on earth. 
In this new creature I will breathe tlie spirit 
Of a divine compassion ; he shall be 
Thy fairest image in the uniTerse." 
But to his words the angel Peace replied, 
With heary sobs : " lily spirit was outspread, 
Oh God, on tliy creation, and all tilings 
Were sweetly bound in gracious harmony. 
But man, this strange new being, eyerywhere 
Shall bring confusion, trouble, diocord, war.** 
^ Avenger of injustice and of crime," 
Exclaimed the angel Justice, ** he shall be 
Subject to me, and peace shall bloom again. 
Create, oh Lord, create I " ** Father of truth/' 
Implored with tears the angel Truth, "Tlioo 
bring*st 
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Upon tho earth tho father of all lies ! '* 

And over tlie celestial faces gloomed 

A cloud of grief, and stillness deep proToiled* 

Then from tlio midst of tliat ahyss of light 

Whence sprang the eternal thronOf these words 

rang forth : 
'* Be comforted, my daughter I Thee I send 
To he companion unto man on earth*" 
And all the angels cried, lamenting loud: 
*' Tliou rohbest heaven of her fairest gem, 
Trutli I seal of all thy tlioughts, Almighty Gody 
The richest jewel that adorns thy crown." 
From the abyss of glory rang the Toice : 
*' From heaven to earth, from earth once more to 

heaven, 
Shall Truth, with constant interchange, alight 
And soar again, an everlasting link 
Between the world and sky." 

And num was bonu 



RASCHI IN PRAGUE. 

Raschi of Trotes, the Moon of Israel, 
The authoritative Talmudist, returned 
From his wide wanderings under many skies. 
To all the synagogues of the Orient, 
Through Spain and Italy, the isles of Greece, 
Beautiful, dolorous, sacred Palestine, 
Dead, obelisked Egypt, floral, musk • breathed 
Persia, 
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lAOghing with Uoom, Aeross the Caocasnty 
The interminable samenees of bare Bteppca, « 
Through dark luxuriance of Bohemian wociosy 
And issuing on the broad, bright Holdaa Tale, 
Entered the gates of Prague. Heroi too, his 

fame, 
Being winged, preceded him. His people 

swarmed 
Like bees to gatlier the rich honey dew 
Of learning from his lips. Amaxement filled 
All ejes beholding him. No hoary sage. 
He who had sat in Egpji at the feet 
Of Moncii ben-Mairauni, called him friend ; 
lianchi the scholiast, poet, and ])1iy8ician, 
Who bore tlie ponderous Bible's storied wis- 
dom, 
Tlio BIiiiclina*8 tangled lore at tip of tongue, 
Liglit a^ a garland on a lance, appeared 
In tlie jii^-ri|>cncd glory of a man. 
From his dear eye youth flamed magnificent ; 
Force, masked by grace, moved in his balanced 

frame ; 
An intellectual, ririlo beauty reigned 
DtHuinant on domed brow, on fine, firm li]is, 
An eagle |irofi]e cut in gilded bronzo. 
Strong, delicate as a head u])on a coin. 
While, as an aureole crowns a burning lamp, 
Alwre all beauty of tlie body and brain 
Sho ne beauty of a soid benign witli lore* 
/^TSven as a tawny flock of huddled sheep, 
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Grazing each ot1icr*ii hccU, urgod by one will, 
With bleat and baa following tlie woUier's lead. 
Or the wise 8ho]>herd, 8o o'er the Moldou bridge 
Trotted the throng of ycUow-cof taned Jews, 
Chattering, hustling, sliufHing. At Uieir head 
Marched llabbi Jocluman ben-Eleazar, 
High priest in Prague, oldest and meet rarered, 
To greet the star of IsraeL As a f atlier 
Yearns toward Ills son, so toward the noble 

Roschi 
Leapt at first sight the patriarch's fresh old heart. 
*< My home be thine in Prague ! Be thou my 

son. 
Who have no oftMpring save one simple girL 
See, glorious youth, who dost renew the days 
Of David and of Samuel, early graced 
With Go<rs anointing oil, how Israel 
Delights to honor who hath honore<l him«" 
Tlicn Raschi, though he felt a ball of Are 
Globe itself in his tliroat, maintained his cabui 
His cheek's opaque, swart pallor while he kissed 
Silent the Rabbi's withered liand, and bowed 
Divinely humble, his exalted head 
Craving the benison. V 

^ For each who asked 
He had the word of eounsel, comfort, help ; 
For all, rich eloquence of tlianks. His voice. 
Even and grave, thrilled secret chords and sot 
Plain speech to music* Certain folk were there 
Sick in the body, dragging painful limbty 
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To the pliyticuui. Those he lohieed first. 
With healing Umeli, with simples from his pooeh, 
Warming and lulling, best with promises 
Of constant service till tlieir ills were eared. 
And some, graj-bearded, bald, and ennred with 

Blcar«ycd from poring over lines obscure 
And knottj riddles of the Talmud, brought 
Their problems to this youth, wlio cleared and 

solved, 
^Yielding prompt annwcr to a lifetime*s search. 
( Then, followed, pushed bj his obsequious tribe, 
^Vbo fain luid pedestaled him on Uicir backs. 
Hemming his Hte|w, choking Uie airs of heaven 
Willi their opprcMiivc honors, he advanced, 
Blidft ■lioiitA, tumultuous welcomes, kisses sliow- 

crctl 
Ujwn his road-fftoined garments, through Prague's 

streetis 
Gaped at l)y Gentiles, luMsed at and reviled, 
But no whit altering his majestic mien 
Ftir overwhelming ]>laudits or contempt 
GUul tidings RAsrhi brought from West and East 
Of Uiriving fiynagogiies, of famous men. 
And flourisliing academies. In Rome 
The Papal treasurer was a pious Jew, 
Rabbi Jehiel, neath whose patronage 
Prospered a noble scliooL Two hundred Jews 
Dwelt free and paid no tributary mark. 
Threo hondred lived in peace at Capua, 
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Slioplionlccl by ilie learned Rabbi Davidy 
A prince of Israel. In Babylon 
Tlie Jews established their Academy. 
Anotlier sUU in Bagdad, from whose chair 
Preached the great rabbii Samuel Ha-leriy 
Versed in Uie written and tlie oral law, 
Who blindfold could rei^at the whole vast tesct 
Of Mischna and Ocmara. On tlie banks 
Of Eilen-boni Eiipliratos, one day's ride 
From Bagdad, Ilaschi found in tlie wildemessy 
Which once was Babylon, Ezokiers tomb. 
Hirice ten perpetual lamps starred tlie dim 

shrine. 
Two hundred sentinels held the sleepless vigilf 
Receiving offerings. At the Feast of Booths 
Here crow<led Jews by tliousands, out of Persiay 
From all the neighboring lands, to celebrate 
The glorious memories of the golden days. 
Ten thousand Jews with their Academy 
Damascus boasted, while in Cairo shone 
The pearl, the crown of Israel, ben-Maimuniy 
Physician at the Court of Saladin, 
Tlie second Moses, gatliering at his feet 
Sages from all the world. 

As Rasclii spake. 
Forgetting or ignoring the clupf shrine, 
Tlie Exile's Home, wherennto yearned all hearts. 
All ears were strained for tidings. Some one 

asked: 
^ What of Jerusalem ? Speak to us of Zion." 
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The light died froin hii tjt*. From doptlu pny 

IhiiciI hia gmre. great voice : "Mm for Z'itta\ 
Vi-rily IB she fallen I ^VIle^o our rwe 
T>io(At(Hl to tlio iinlioDs. not « luviidful, 
Nnj', not a ocore, not ten, not two ftbido I 
One, ntily one, ono aolitnry Joir, 
Tito Itaiibi Abrnliam llncobo, llitl 
GlKMitliko (uiiid the rutni i overjr jrcor 
Hcgipin liimM-U bi pAy the idoUten 
TIte co*Uy tax for leave to hoM a-gn[M 
Hi* hcari'N liva woiind i to vce]i, a. tnendicnnt, 
Amiilat the rn]inl>leil itone* of )mlneoi 
T\*bcro rcignnd lii* lucoator*, uj>on tho grttvoe 
Where k1c(')> tho ]>ri«»tB, tlio jiropliet*, nud Uio 

^Vlio were Iiis forcfoUiora. Aak tiio no more I " 

Now, when the Frincti Jow'i advent was pro- 

chiiincd, 
And \a» tuniultooni greet! nf^envioai growU 
Aiid ominuu* ejreheoiiu tlircatenod ttorm in 

Prague. 
" l^lio may this miracle of learning be 7 
Tlie Anli^Clirist I 'Ilio century-long-a waited, 
Tlie hourly-hoped SIcMiah, como at hut I 
EIm dared they never wax to arrogant, 
Flannting tlioir monatrouH joy in Chria^on eyes. 
And itrutting )>eacock-like, witli hidcoiu ■crranu, 
Who are wont to crawl, mate replUce ondorfoot" 
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A stone or two flung at tome serrile form^ 
Liveried in Uie yellow gaberdine 
(With Bcerot Imppiness but half tnppressed 
On features east for mi8ery)| serred at first 
For elianco ex])ression of tlie rabble's liate ; 
But, swelling like a snow-boll rolled along 
Dy niiflchief-plotting boys, the rage inereasedf 
Grew to a mighty moss, until it reached 
Tlie palace of Duke Yladislaw. He heard 
With righteous wrath his injured subjects' cliarge 
Against presumptuous aliens : how these blocked 
His avenues, his bridges ; bared to tlie sun 
Tlie canker-taint of Prague's obscurest coigne i 
Paradoil imst tlie churches of tlio Lord 
One who denied Him, one by tliem liailed Christ 
Enough I Tliis cloud, no bigger than one's hand. 
Gains overweening bulk. Prague harboredy finty 
Out of contemptuous ruth, a wretched band 
Of outcast paupers, gave them leave to ply 
Tlieir money-lending trade, and leased them land 
On all too facile terms. Behold I to-day. 
Like leeches bloated with the people's bloody 
Tliey batten on Bohemia's poverty ; 
They breed and grow ; like adders, spit book 

hate 
And venomed perfidy for Christian love. 
Thereat the Duke, urged by wise counsellors — 
Narzerad the statesman (half whose wealth was 

pledged 
To the usurers), abetted by the priest. 
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nidiop of Oinillliii wli« linil vioitcil 

Tlio Uo\y Sojiiilrhro, wIiom long, full life 

Wm Olio clcwi record of puro i)icly — 

Tlio Duke, I Kky, \yf tlicne pcrauniiivo tonj^M, 

Corned la liiii dnrling itiin, forbtule liU gu&nU 

To liinilor tlie juat luigcr of liia town, 

And ordurnt to bo lod in chain* to him 

Hie jiilgnin and liti liuat. 

At noontide mool 
RnM-hi Mt, full of {hjiu-p, witli Jorliantin, 
And dio Aolc danylitor of tlio liouxo, Itobcknh, 
Voang, bcAtitiful u her niuncsailo when •h« 

broHcht 
Ilor firm, frail pitcher holanrod on her nock 
Unto tlio well, nnil gave tlio (ilriujger drink, 
And ^vc hid cnnicli drink. yTJio Bcrvnnt act 
Tlie ijinrkling jar's refrcsinfient from hia lipa, 
And aaw the rirgin'a face, bright u the moon, 
BcMu from the curled luxuriance of block lock*, 
And caat-back linen veil't aoft-folded clond. 
Then put the golden ear-ring by her cheek, 
The braceletii on her handB, his niaater'i pledge, 
luae'i betrotlial gift, whom ilio Bliould wed, 
AmI be the motlior of million! — one wIiom teed 
Dwell* in the gates of Iboee which hato them. 

So 
Yearned Raaclii to adorn the rftdiant girl 
"VTho eat at baud before liim, nor darvd lift 
Shf , htmrj lidi from pnptl* bUck u gmpM 
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Tliat dart ilio iinprisonod sonsliine from their 

coro. 
Bat in lior ears keen sense was bom to cotclii 
And in her heart strange power to hold, each 

tone 
0* tho low-kcycfl, vibrant Toice, each syllable 
O* Uio eloquent diMonrso, enriched with tales 
Of venturous travel, brilliant with flue pobte 
Of delicate humor, or illustrated 
With living ])ortraits of world-famoused meoy 
Jews, Sarocenfl, Crusaders, Islamites, 
Whoso hand ho had gra8])od — the iron warriory 
Go<lfrey of Bouillouy the wise infidel 
Who in all strengtli, wit, courtesy excelled 
The kings his foes — imjiorial Saladin. 
xi)nt oven as lloschi spake an ahru])t noise 
Of angry shouts, of battering staves that shook 
Tlio oaken ]>ortal, stopped the endiauted voice, 
The uplifted wine spilled from the nerreleis 

hand 
Of Rabbi Jochanan. '< God pity us I 
Our enemies are upon us once again. 
Hie thee, Rebekali, to Uie inmost chamber. 
Far from their wanton eyes* polluting gase, 
Their desecrating touch I Kiss me I Begone I 
Baschi, my guest, my son *' —But no word more 
Uttered the reverend man. With one huge 

crash 
The strong doors split asunder, pouring in 
A stream of soldiers, ruffians, armed with pikes, 



^Jii 




84 MASCHi IN PRAGUE. 

Laiicat, and cIoIm — the nnehained beast, the 

mob. 
*^ Behold the town's new goest I " jeered one who 

iomed 
Tlie halMillod golden wine-cap*8 contents straight 
In tlie noble pore jroong face. ^Wliat, master 

Jew! 
Most year good friends of Prague break bolts 

and bars 
To gain a peep at this prodigious pearl 
You bury in your shell ? Forth to the day I 
Our Duke himself claims share of your new 

wealth; 
Summons to court the Jew pliiloAopher I " 
Tlien, wliilc sonic stuftcd tlicir pokes wiUi baubles 

snatclicd 
From board and shelf, or with malignant sword 
Slashed the rich Orient rugs, the pictured woof 
That clothed Uie wall ; oUiers had seized and 

bound, 
And gagf;ed from speech, tlie helplesn, aged man ; 
Still oUicrs outraged, witli coarse, Tiolont Imnds, 
The marble-pale, rigid as stone, strange youth. 
Whose eye like struck flint flashed, whose nether 

lip 

Was thrcailed with a scarlet line of blood, 
Where the compressed teeth fixed it to forced 

calm. 
He struggled not while his free limbs were tied, 
His beard plucked, torn and spat upon his robe ^- 
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8com«d ■eare* to know Umm iutrntu wm for 

kimi 
Hal noTcr twenrecl hiJi gum from JochMUUi. 
Tlien, in Go(l*s Unptagef teolccl frou tiicoe dmmh 

bnitoA, 
Swiftly ami low ho tiioko : ** Ilo of good rhooTt 
IlevcrviMl oUl niaii. I ilcicn not IrctU wtUi thorn. 
If ofio (Ure oflTer boilily bnrt to Uiee, 
By iho inclUblo Name ! I map my ehaiiM 
Liko goMamcr, and in Kb blood, to tbo bilt« 
Batho tlio promi»i knife bid in my girdU*t foUa. 
Tbo Diiko »ball hear aa. Fldmnf. Tnml ki 



me.** 



tlie antborttaUro toico abaehod, 
ETen lMian»e and changed, the mie€rcaBta» wIm 

fearril 
Some •Irong ctane larked in tbie myilermH 

tongue. 
Armed with this ertl eya. Bui brief the ii|ioIL 
With gibe and eeoff they dragged thoir Ticttna 

ffirth. 
The abuMHl old man, tlie jiroitd, inenltrd yo«lli« 
0*er tlie late ]iatli of bin triumphal march* 
Befooled with mml, with raiment torn, wtU kair 
Am! ragged beanl, lo Vladielaw. He iai 
Kxpcrtattt in hie cabinet. On one ado 
Hie eeeuUr adYiter, Nanrrail, 
Qnick-oyed, »liArp-no«e«l, rtd*whiakered ae a fos t 
On the oil»er band hie eiiirttaal gnido« 
Biibip of Olmttti, wm t imom. Urfa» and UawL 
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** So these twain are ehief culprits I " sneered the 

Dnke, 
Mcasaring with the noble*8 Ignorant scorn 
Hb masters of a lesser caste* '' Stand forth 1 
Rasli, slabbom, vain old man, whose impudence 
Hatli choked tlie public highwajrs with thj brood 
Of nastj vermin, by our sufferance hid 
In lanes obscure, who hailed this charlatan 
With sky-flung caps, bent knees, and echoing 

shouts, 
Due to ourselves alone in Prague ; yea, worse, 
Who offered worship even ourselves disclaim, 
Our Lord Clirist*s meed, to this blaspheming 

Jew — 
Thy crimes have murdered patience. Thou hast 

wrcckeil 
Thy people's fortune with thy own. But first 
(For even in anger we are jiwt) recount 
With how great compensation from thy store 
Of hoanlcd gold and jewels thou wilt boy 
Remiffiion of the ]>eiialty. Be wise. 
Hark how my subjects, storming Uirough Uie 

streets, 
Vent on tliy tribe accursed their well-based 

wraUi." 
And, truly, through closed casements roared the 

noise 
Of mighty surging crowds, derisive cries. 
And victims* screams of anguish and affright 
Then Raschi, royal in his rags, began : 



■ 
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•* Hear me, my lieg* ! ** Al tluU eoomuuidMig 

voice, 
Th# Eifthopv who with daicd 9jf had penwod 
Tho grievedt wtao, hcmotilnl, palo faeo, qwiBf 

Quick recognition in hit gUaee, wmrm joy 
AfUme on hit hroncl cheeka. ** No more ! Vm 

mote • 
Thou art the man I Give me the hand to kki 
Tliat railed me from the ihadow of the grave 
In Jaffa*! laiar-lioajie I Li»len, my liege t 
Daring my pilpnmagv to Palestine 
I, ftickencd with tlic |4agiie and nigh to death* 
LanguiiUie<l *mid%t ttrangrm, all my cmmUaiig 

flesh 
One rotten nuuw of soreii, a tltln^ for doge 
To thy from, •hnnne<l hy Christian as hy Twrk* 
"When lo ! tiiis dean • breathetl, pore • tesledt 

Me M ed voolh, 
Whom !• not knowing for an inftilel* 
Seeing featnretl like tlie Christ, believed a taintf 
Kat hy my |iillow, clianned tlie sting from |eua, 
Qoenelietl the flerre fever's lieat« defeateil Death t 
Ami wlien I was nuule wliole, luul tli»a|nwared» 
No man knew whitlter, leaving no more trmee 
TTian a re-risen angeL This is he ! ** 
Then lUiielu. who luul stood ereet, nor qeailed 
From glances of ImH hate or craiy wrath. 
New sank his cagU gaie, stooped his high hendf 
VeUiag his glowing brow, rel«r»ed the ki« 
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Of brother-loTa upon the Christiaii's handf 

Ujro|iping on lib knees implored the three, 
** Grace for my tribe ! Thej are what ye haTt 

made. 
If 9MJ be among thorn fawning, faboi 
InfuOiablef revengefol, ignorant, mean -— 
And there are many each — ask your own hearts 
Wliat virtues ve would yield for planted hate, 
Ribald contcm|»t, forced, menial servitude, 
Slow centuries of vengeance for a crime 
Ye never did commit ? / Mercy for tliese ! 
Who bear on back and 'breast tlie scatliing brand 
Of scarlet dop*adiition, who are clothed 
In ignoniiiiiuus livery, whose bowc<l necks 
Are broken with tlio yoke. Change those to men ! 
Tliat were a noble witchcraft simply wrought, 
God*s alchemy trannfonning clods to gold. 
If tlicro be one among them strong and wise, 
Whose lips anoint breathe poetry and love. 
Whose brain and heart served ever Christian 

need — 
And there are many such ^ for his dear sake, 
Lest 3re cliance munler one of God*s high priests, 
8]N&re his thrice-wretched tribe! Believe me, 

sirs, 
Who have seen various lands, searched various 

hearts, 
I liave yet to touch that undiscovered shore, 
Ilave jret to fatliom Uiat impossible soul, 
Where a true benefit's forgot; where one 
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Slight deed of coramon kindness sown yields not 
As now, as here, abundant crop of love. 
Every good act of inon, our Talmud says. 
Creates on angel, hovering by his side. 
Oh! what a shining host, great Duke, shall 

guard 
Tliy consecrated throne, for all tlie lives 
Thy men*y span^n, for all the tears Uiy ruth 
Sto]»s at the source. jSehold tliis iK>or old inoiit 
Last of a line of princes, stricken in years, 
As thy dead father would liave been to-day. 
"Was tliat white beard a rag for obscene hands 
To tear ? a weed for lura])i8h clowns to pluck ? 
Was that benignant, venerable face 
Fit target for their foul tluroats' voided rheum ? 
That wrinkled flesh made to be polled and 

])rickcd, 
Wounded by flinty pebbles and keen steel ? 
Ik^hold tlie prostrate, patriarcluil form. 
Bruised, silent, chained. Duke, such is Israel I *' 
** Unbind these men ! '* commanded Yladii 
'' Oo forth and still the tumult of my town* 
Let no Jew sudor violence. Raschi, rise I 
Tliou who hast served the Christ— with this 

priest's life, 
Wlio is my spirit's counselor — Clirist serves thee. 
Return among tliy people witli my sealf 
Tlie talisman of safety. Let them know 
The Duke 's their friend. Go, paUish the glad 

news ! " 




MiMITir 1 — 



40 THE DEATH OF RASCm. 

Rasehi the SaTioor, RMchi the Messiah, 
Daek to the Jewry cmrried peace and loTe. 
Bat Nanerad fed his venomed heart with gallf 
Vowing to giro his fatal hatred rent. 
Despite a worid of weak f antastie Dukes 
And boretie bishops. He folfiUed his tow* 



THE DEATH OF RASCHI. 

[aakon bbn MBia leqmtur,'] 

Ir I remember Raschi ? An I live, 
Grandson, to bless thy grandchild, I *11 forget 
Never that youth and wliat ho did for Prague. 
lAye, aye, I know I he slurred a certain verse 
In sneh and snch a prayer ; omitted quite 
To stand erect there where the ritual 
Commands us rise and bow towards the East ; 
Therefore, the ingrates brand him hctcrodoXf/ 
Neglect his memory whose virtue saved 
Koch knave of us alive. Not I forget, 
No more does Go<l, who wrought a miracle 
For his dear sake. Tlie Fossovcr was here. 
Ilxischi, just wcddc<l with the fair Rebekah, 
Bode but the lapsing of the holy week 
For homeward journey with his bride to France* 
The sacred meal was spread. All sat at board 
Within the house of Rabbi Jochanan : 
The kind old priest ; his noble, new-found son. 
Whose name was wrong in every key of praise, 
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By every voice in Prague, from Duke to serf 

(Save the vindictive bigot, Narzcrad) ; 

The bcaatiful yoang wife, whose eup of joy 

Sparkled at brim ; next her the vacant chair 

Awaited the Messiah, who, unannounced, 

In God*s good time shall take his place with as* 

Now when the Rabbi reached the verse where 

one 
Sliall ];i8o from table, flinging wide the door. 
To give the Proplict entrance, if so be 
The glorious liour have sounded, Raschi rose, 
Pale, grave, yet glad with great expectancy. 
Crossed the hushed room, and, with a joyous smile 
To greet the Saviour, opened the door. 

A curse I 
A cry, '< Revenged I " a thrust, a stifled moan, 
Tlie sheathing of a poniard — tliat was all I 
In tlie dark vestibule a fleeing form. 
Masked, gowned in black ; and in the room of 

prayer, 
Raschi, face downward on the stone-cold floor. 
Bleeding his life out Oh ! what a cry was that 
(Folk shuddered, hearing, roods off in the street) 
Wherewith Robekali rushed to raise her lord, 
Kneeling beside him, striving in vain to quench 
With turban, veil, torn shreds of gown, stained 

hands. 
The black blood's sickening gush* He never 

spoke. 
Never rewarded with one glance of life 
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The pamion in lier oyot* IIo mot hit end 
Ktcd as beneath tho •ickle tlio full ear 
Bows to its deatli — so beautiful, •ilent, ripe. 

Wellt wo poor Jews must |;:ulp our injuries* 
Ilowe'er they choko us. What rotlross in Prague 
For the inhuman murdor? A strange Jew 
Tlio Tictiin ; tlio suspectod criminal 
The ducal counselor ! 8uch odds forbade 
Rerenge or jusUce. We forbore to seek. 
The priest, discrowned o* Uie glory of his age, 
The widow-bride, mourned as Uiough smitten of 

God, 
Gave forth tliey would with solemn obsequies 
Bury tlieir dead, and crave no help from man. • 
Now of wliat chanced betwixt tho night of mur- 
der 
And tlie appointed burial I can give 
Only tlio sum of gossip — servants' tales, 
Neighbors* reports, close confidences leaked 
From friends and kindred. Night and day, folk 

said, 
Rcbekah wept, prayed, fasted by the corpse. 
Three mortal days. Upon the tliird, her eyes, 
8ank in their pits, glimmered with wild, strange 

fire. 
She started from her place beside tlie dead. 
Kissed clay-cold brow, cheeks, lids, and lips 

once more. 
And with a maniac's wan, heart-breaking smile. 
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Yoilody hoodod, gliclod tlirough the twilight 

Atrcots, 
A sable •Imdow. From tlio willow-grove» 
Close by the Moldau's brinks beyond the bridge* 
Her trace was lost Twos evening and mild 

May, 
Air fall of s^mng, skies perfect as a pearl ; 
Yet one who saw her pass amidst tlie shades 
O* the bluc-gi'ay branches swears a sudden flamei 
As of miraculous lightning, thrilled through 

heaven. 
One hour tliereafter she reentered Prapfoe, 
Slid swiftly through the streets, as though borne 

on 
By anklo-wings or floating on soft cloud. 
Smiling no more, but witli illumined eyes, 
Transfigured brow, gravo lips, and faltering 

limbs, 
So came into the room where Raschi lay 
Stretched *twixt tall tajiers lit at head and foot 
She hold in both Imnds leafy, ilowerless plants. 
Some she had fastened in her twisted hair. 
Stuck others in her girdle, and from all 
Issued a racy odor, pungent-eweet. 
The living soul of Spring. Death's chamber 

seemed 
As though clear sunshine and a singing bird 
Therein had entered. From the precious herb 
She poured into a golden bowl tlie sap. 
Sparkling like wine ; then with a soundless prayer. 
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White M the dead herself, she held the evp 
To Retehi's nioaUi* A quteky enudl flame aiiraiig 

op 
FhNB the enchanted balaanit died away. 
And lo! the color dawned in cheek and lipif 
. The Ufe retnmed, the tealed, blind lids were 
raisedf 
And b the glorioos.ojres hnre reftwokoy 
Andt looking op, met lore* 

So runs tlie tale, 
Uockcd bj the woAdly-wise ; bnt I beliovet 
Knowing the miracles the Lord hath wroaghi 
In ererj age for Jacob's seed. Moreorer, 
I, with tlie highest and meanest Jew in Pragaci 
Was at the burial. No man saw the dead. 
Scaled was the coflBn ere Uie rites began. 
And none could swear it went not empty down 
Into the hoUow earth. Too shrewd our priest 
To publish such a wonder, and expose 
That consecrated life to second death. 
Scarce were the thirty days of mourning sped. 
When we awoke to find his home left bare* 
Rebekah and her father fled from Prague. 
God granl they had glad meeting otherwhere t 
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AN EPISTLE. 

PROM JOtnVA IBM TITES OP ALLORQUI TO Q» POB- 
MEIl MASTRIC, SOIX>MON LRTI-PAUL, DK SAKTA-MARIA, 
IllflllOr OP OAllTAGRMA CIIAKCKLLOR OP OAlTILKi A]«0 
PUITT OOUMOILLOU TO KIRO IIKNHY lU. OP •PAIK. 

[In this pomn I Hato dono Uttlo moro thaa •taborftt« Mid venlfjr 
iho «coo«iiil glvmi la Omota*s Ilbtorjr of th* Jews (VoL VIII., pH* 
77), ol Ml KpiaOe MituUlj wrlUim la Um beflaaiiv of Um Ifilli 
cmtury by Jothua bwi JoMph Ibo VlfM to PMUiai do SoaU Maria 
-«.!*.] 0). 



Master and Sage, greetings and health to theOf 
From thy most meek disciple ! Deign once 
more 

Endure mo at thy feet, enlighten me. 
As when upon my boyish head of yore, 

Midst the rapt circle gathered round thy knee 
Tliy sacred viols of learning thou didst poor* 

By the large lustre of Uiy wisdom orbed 

Be my black doubts illumined and absorbed. 



■ ■* 



n. 

Oft I recall that golden time when thou, 
Bom for no second station, heldst with as 

The Rabbi's chair, who art priest and Uahop 
now; 
And we, the youth of Israel, ctirious, 

Hung on thy counsels, lifted reverent brow 
Unto thy sanctity, would fain disenst 



^■*'i^»v -.'—'•■« 4> A»Jr 
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'With Uioe oar TAlfnnd problcnui good and efilf 
TUl tUriled bjr the riton tUn o*er SoviUe. 

m. 

For on the Synagogue's high-piUared poreh 
Thoa didst hold session, iill the sadden san 

Beyond day's purple limit dropped his torch. [ 
Then we, as dreamers^ woke, to find outrun 

Time's rapid sands. The flame that may not 
scorch, 
Our hearts canght from thine eyes, thou Shin- 
ing One. 

I scent not yet sweet lemon-groTes in flower, 

Bot I re-breathe the peaee of that deep hour. 

IT. 

IVe kissed tlie iiacrc<l borders of thy gown, 

Brow-Aurcoled with tliy blessing, we went forth 

Through the hushed byways of the twilight town. 
Then in all life but one thing seemed of worth, 

To seek, find, lore the Truth. She set her crown 
Upon tliy hood, our Master, at thy birth ; 

She baile Uiy lijM drop honey, fired Uiine eyes 

Witli the unclouded glow of son-steeped skies. 

y. 

Forgire me, if I dwell on that which, yiewed 
From Uiy new rantage-ground, must seem a 
mist 

Of error, by auroral youth endued 
With alien lustre. StUl in me subsist 
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Thoso rooking vajMn ; faiili and gmtiindo 

Still load roe to tlio Iinnd my boy-Ups kissed 
For boninon nnd gnidnnee. Not in wmth, 
Master, but in wise patience, point my potli. 

VI. 

For I, thy servant, gather in one sheaf 
The vcnomed shafts of slander, which thy word 

Shall shrivel to small dust If haply grief. 
Or momentary pain, I deal, my Lord 

Blame not thy servant's zeal, nor be thou deaf 
Unto my souPs blind cry for light Accord — - 

Pitying my love, if too superb to core 

For hate-soiled name — on answer to my prayer. 

vn. 

To me, who, vine to stone, clung close to theOf 
Tlie very base of life appeared to quake 

When first I knew thee fallen from us, tolie 
A tower of strength among our foes, to make 

Twixt Jew and Jew deep-cloven enmity. 
I have wept gall and blood for thy dear sake. 

But now with temperate soid I calmly search 

Motive and cause that bound thee to the Clioreh* 



vin. 

Four motives itossible therefor I reach — 
Ambition, doubt, fear, or mayhap — conviction. 

I hear in turn ascribed thee all and each 

By ignorant folk who part not truth from fie* 
tion. 
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But ly whom eren thyself didst stoop to teaehy 
Hay poise the settles, weigh this with that eon- 
flietaon, 
Tea, sift the hid grain motiTe from the densOf 
Dosty, eye-blinding ehaif of eonseqnenee. 



firsti I find no fleck thereof 
In all thy dean sooL What! eoold g^oryi 
gold, 
Or sated senses Inre thy lofty lore 7 

No porple doak to shield thee from the eold| 
Ko jewded sign to flicker thereabove, 

And danle men to homage — joys untold 
Of spiritaal treasure, grace divine. 
Alone (so saidst thou) coveting for thine ! 

I saw thee mount with deprecating air, 
Step after step, unto our Jewish Uirone 

Of supreme dignity, tlie Rabbits cliair ; 
Shrinking from public honors thrust upon 

Thy meek desert, regretting even there 
The placid habit of thy life foregone ; 

Silence obscure, vast peace and austere days 

Passed in wise contemplation, prayer, and praise.' 

XI. 

One less than thou hod ne'er known such regret 
How must thou suffer, who so lov*st the shade, 
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In Fame's full glare, whom one stride more shall 
set 
Upon the Papal seat I I stand dismajred. 
Familiar with tlijr fearful soul, and yet 

Half glad, perceiring modest worth repaid 
Even by the Christians! Coold thy soul de* 

fleet? 
No, no, thrice no ! Ambition I reject I 



7 

Next doabt Could doabt hare swayed the«| 
iRen I ask, 
IIow onton doubt within the soul of man? 
Is it a door that opens, or a mask 
That falls ? and Truth's resplendent &ioe we 
scan. 
Nay, 't is a creeping, small, blind worm, whose 
task 
Is gnawing at Faith's base; the whole Tasi 
plan 
Rots, crumbles, eaten inch by inch within, 
And on its ruins falsehood springs and sin. 



But thee no doubt confused, no jnroblems Tezed. 
Thy father's UMi for thee prored bright and 
sweet 
Thou foundst no rite superfluous, no tesct 
Obscure; the path was straighl before thy 
feet 
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TSn Uij Imptiniud day* thou, nnperplezed 

By foreign dognus didst oar prayers repeat. 
Honor the God of Israel, fast and feast, 
£?eB as thy people's wont, from first to least 

xnr. 

\ es, Doobt I likewise most discard. Not sleek, 
FoU-beed, ereet of head, men walk, when 
doubt 
Wfithes at their entrails ; pinched and lean of 
cheek. 
With brow pain4Mranded, thoa hadst strayed 
about 
As midst lire men a ghost condemned to seek 
That soul he may nor lire nor dio witliont 
No doobts the font washed from thee, thou didst 

glide 
From creed to creed, complete, sane-souled, clear- 
eyed. 

XV. 

Thy pardon, Master, if I dare sustain 
The thesis thou couldst entertain a fear. 

I would but rout tliine enemies, who feign 
Ignoble impulse prompted thy career. 

I will but weigh the chances and make plain 
To Elniry's self the monstrous jest appear. 

Though time, place, circumstance confirmed in 
seeming, 

One word from thee should frustrate all their 
scheming. 
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XYI. 

Was Israel glad in Seville on the day 
Thoa didst renoanee him ? Then mightet thoa 
indeed 
Snap finger at whatever thj slanderers say. 
Lothly must I admit, just then the seed 
Of Jacob chanced upon a grieTons way. 
Still from the wounds of that red year we 
bleed. 
The curse had fallen upon our heads — the 

sword 
Was whetted for the chosen of the Lord. 



T 



xvn. 

There where we flourished like a fruitful palnif 
We were uprooted, spoiled, lopped limb from 
limb. 
A bolt undreamed of out of hearens calm. 
So crooked our doom. We were destroyed by 
him 
Whose hand since childhood we had elasped* 
With baUn 
Our head had been anointed, at the brim 
Our cup ran oTer— now our day was donoy 
Our blood flowed free as water in the sun. 



xyni. 



Midst the four thousand of our tribe who held 
GrladhomesinSerilleyneTeraone was sparedf 
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Some dMigfatered at their hearthttonesi loine ez« 
pelled 
To Moorish skTeiy. Caniiingl/ enmaredi 
Bftitod and trapped were we ; their fierce monka 
/died 
And thundered from our Sjrnagoguety while 
flared 
The Croea abore the Ark. Ah, happiest thej 
MTho fell Qneonqiiered mar^rrs on that day I 



For some (I write it with flushed eheeky bowed 
head), 
Giren free choice *twizt death and shame, chose 

sluiine« 
Denied the Grod who Tisibly had led 

Their fathers, pillared in a cloud of flame, 
Bathed in baptismal waters, ate the bread 

Which is their new Lord's body, took the name 
MarratuM the Accursed, whom equally 
Jew, Moor, and Christian hate, despise, and flee. 



Eren one no less than an Abarbanel 
Prised miserable length of days, abore 

Integrity of souL Midst such who fell, 
Far be it, howerer, from my duteous Ioto, 

Master, to reckon thee. Thine own lips tell 
How fear nor torture thy firm will could more. 

How thou midst panic nowise disconcerted^ 

By Thomas ol Aqidnas wast eooTorted ! 



f 
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Truly I know no more conrineing waj . 

To road so wiso an author, than was thbo. 
When burning Synagogues changed night to day^ 

And red swords undersoored eaeh word and 
line. 
That was a light to read by I Who *d gainsay 

AuUiority so clearly stamped diyine 7 
On this side, death and torturoy flame and 

slaugliter. 
On that» a harmless wafer and clean water* 

XXII. 

Tliou conldst not fear extinction for our race ; 

Though Christian sword and fire from town to 
town 
Flash double bladed lightning to efface 

IsraeVs image — though we bleed, bum, drown 
Through Christendom — *t is but a scanty spaoe* 

Still are the Asian hilb and plains our owtt» 
Still are we lords in Syria, still are tree» 
Nor doomed to be abolished utterly. 



xxin. 

One sole conclusion hence at last I find, 
Thou whom ambition, doubt, nor fear eould 
swerve, 
Perforce hast been persuaded through the mind, 
Proved, tested the new dogmas, found them 
serve 
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Thj tptrit*! fieodny left fleiih and tenaa behiiid» 

Aecc|iC«d witlioat slirinking or rosonre, 
TTm tnmt-tiibtianiial bread and wine, Uie Clirift 
At whose ehrine thine own kin were •acrifl c e d i 



Here tlien the moment comes when I erare light 
All '• dark to mo. Master, if I be blind, 

Thou shalt nnsoal my lids and bless with sighty 
Or groping in tlie shadows, I shall find 

Whether within me or witlionti dwell night 
Oh cast npon my doubi4x)wildered mind 

One ray from thy dear hcaTcn of sun4)right faith, 

Oriering, not wroth, at what thy servant saith. 

XXT. 

Where are the signs fulfdlcd whereby all men 
Should know the Clirist ? Where is tlie wide- 
winged peace 

Shielding the lamb witliin the lion's den 7 

The freedom broadening with the wars that 
cease? 

Do foes clasp luuids in brotherhood again ? 
Where is Uie promised garden of increase, 

Wlien like a rose the wilderness should bloom ? 

Earth is a battlefield and Spain a tomb. 



Oor God of Sabaoth is an awful God 
Of lightnings and of vengeance,— 
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Eaiih tromUod, nalioiit porUied at lib Bod I 
His Jaw Ium jioUed to a miUar 8w»j. 

Tlioirt is tlio God of Loro whose foei Iuito trod 
Oar oommoo oarth — draw Mor to Um aad 

Mook-farod, doro-ojod, piiro4»rowod, the Loid el 

life, 

Know him and kneelt else at jrow throat tke 

knife I 

xxriL 

This b the God of Lore, whose altars reek 
With haman blood, who toadies nea to hale i 

Torture {last words, or sins we may not speak 
Wrought bj liis priests behind the eesifial* 
l^mte* 

Are his priests false ? or are his do c tr b ee we ak 
That none obeys him? Slate at war wilk 

Chnreh a^nst ehareh — jrea, Pope at tevd wilk 

Pope 
la Iheee tossed ssas what anehora^ ier hope f 



zxTin. 

Not only for the sheep without the toU 
Is the knife whetted, who ref ose to share 

lUetsings tlie shepherd wise doth not withhold 
Etoo from the least asMMif hisfloek — b«l 
thrre 

ICdmost the pale, disesnsistis aMUttfoldt 
Lamb flajiag Iambi flerso sheep thai 
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llMter, if Uum to thy pride*s goal should eomoy 
*Wlioro wouldtl tboa throoo — at ATignon or 

? 



• ^ 

1 
I hasdla bomiiig qoettions, good my lordf 

Such as ma/ kindle ftigots, well I wis. f 

Tour Gospel not denies our older Word, > ]* 

Bat in a waj eompletes and betters this. .J 

The Law of Loto shall sapersedo the swordf 

So mns the promisoy bat the facts I nuss. 
Alreadj needs this wretched generation, 
A Toiee dlTine— a new, third rerehUion. ^ 



Two Popes and their adherents f alminate 
Ban against ban, and to the nether hell 

Condemn each other, while the nations wait 
Their Christ to thonder forth from Heaven, 
and tell 

Who is his rigfatfol Vicar, reinstate 

His throne, the hideous discord to dispeL 

Where shall I seek, master, while sach things be. 

Celestial truth, rerealed certaintj t 

zxxx* 

Not miracles I doubt, for how dare man. 

Chief miracle of life's mysterj, say he knows? 

How may he closely secret causes scan, 
Who learns not whence he comes nor where 
he goes? 
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like one who walks in sleep a doabtf ul spaa 
He gropes through all his days, till Death mi- 
close 
His cheated eyes and in one blinding gleam, 
Wakesi to discem the substance from the dream* 



I sajr not therefore I denjr the birth, 
Tlie Virgin's mothorhood, tlie resurrection, 

Who know not how mine own soul come to earth, 
Nor what shall follow death. Man's imperf eo- 
tion 

May bound not even in thought the height and 
girth 
Of Grod*s omnipotence ; neath his direction 

We may approach his essence, but that He 

Should dwarf Himself to us — it cannot be I 



The Grod who balances the clouds, who spread 

The sky above us like a molten glass, 
Tlie Grod who shut Uie sea with doors, who laid 
The cornerstone of earth, who caused the 
gross 
Spring forth upon the wilderness, and made 

The darkness scatter and the night to pass «» 
That He should clothe Himself with flesh, and 

more 
Midst worms a worm — this, sun, moon, itan 
disprore* 

Ths Book of Job.^ 
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Help me, tium who wsst my boyliood's goide^ 
I bend my exile>weary feet to thee, 

Teaeh me the indirisiblo to diride, 

Show me how tliroe are one and One b three I 

How Christ to tare all men was erocifiody 
Tei I and mine are damned eternally. 

Inelniei me, Sage, why Virtue ttanres alone, 

While fabehood step by step aaeendf the throne. 

BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON. 

LITTI^ FOEMS IN PROSE. 

I. TlIK EX0DU8. (AUOUflT 8, 1402.) 

1. The Simnish noon is a blate of azuro fire, 
and the dasty pilgrims crawl like an endless ser- 
pent along treeless plains and bleached high- 
roads, throagh rock-split rarines and castellated, 
cathedral-shadowed towns. 

2. Tlie hoary patriarch, wrinkled as an al- 
mond shell, bows jNiinfully apon his staff. The 
bcaatifal young moUier, ivory -pale, well-nigh 
irwoons beneath her burden ; in her large enfold- 
ing arms nestles her sleeping babe, round her 
knees flock her littlo ones with bruised and bleed- 
ing feet ** Mother, sliall we soon be tlicre ? " 

3. The youth with Clirist-like countenance 
•peaks comfortably to father and brother, to 
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nuuAen and wife. In hit b r Mi rt, kit own hmH 
ifl Woken. 

4. Tho halt, the blind, aro amid tho train. 
Sturdy pack-hortet laborioosly dra|^ tho tontod 
wagons wherein lie tlio sick athirst witli foror. 

5. Tlio panting ninloa aro nrged forward with 
s|mr and goad ; stufTcd aro tlio heavy taddlo* 
bags wiUi the wreckage of mined liomoa. 

6. Hark to the tinkling stiver belle thai adors 
the tenderlj-carned silken scrolla. 

7. In tho fierce noon-glare a lad bears a khi> 
died lamp ; behind its nei>work of bronso tho 
airs of heaven breathe not npon its fatal pnrpU 
star. 

8. Noble and abject, learned and simple* {Una* 
trioos and obscure, |ilod sitio by side, all brotheeo 
now, all merged in one routed army of odsfb^ 
tnne. 

9. Woe to the straggler who falls by tho wajr* 
side ! no friend shall close his eyea. 

10. Tlicy leave behind, tho grape, tho oKv% 
and the fig; tho vines they plantetl, tho ooni 
they sowed, tho garden-eitieo of Andalnsia and 
Aragon, Ketrcmadnra and La Maaeha. of On^ 
aada and Castilo i tho altar, tho boarth, and tho 
grave of their fathers. 

11. The townsman spits al their gannenia, tho 
shepherd rpiiu his fioek, tho peasant his plow, lo 
pelt with enrsee and stones i tho villafsr eela mk 
their trail his yelping enr. 
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12. Oh the weaiy march, oh the nptorn roots 

61 home, oh the hUnknem of the receding goal I 

13. Liaten to their hunentation : They thai 
ate dainty food are desolate in the etreete ; they 
thai were reared in eearlet embrace dunghille. 
They JUe away and wander about. Men §ay 
amony the nationSf they ehall no more eojoum 
there ; our end i» near^ our day$ are fuU, our 
doomii come. 

14. Whither ihall thej torn? for the West 
hath east them out, and the East refuseth to re- 
eeiTe. 

16. O bird of the air, whisper to the despair- 
ing exiles, tliat to^ay, to-day, from the many- 
masted, gayly-hannorcd port of Palos, saib Uie 
world*anyeiling Genoese, to unlock the golden 
gates of sunset and bequeath a Continent to 
Freedom I 

n. TREASURES. 

1. TiTROUOii cycles of darkness the diamond 
alecps in its coal-black prison. 

2. Purely incnisted in its scaly casket, the 
breath - tarnished pearl slumbers in mud and 
ooie. 

3. Duried in the boweb of earth, rugged and 
obscure, lies the ingot of gold. 

4. Long hast thou been buried, O Israel, in 
the bowels of earth; long hast thou slumbered 
beneath tlie orerwhelming wares i long hast thou 
alepi in the rayless house of darkness. 
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6. Rejoice and ring, for only thus eoaldst tfaoa 
rightly guard the golden knowledge. Truth, the 
delicate pearl and the adamantine jewel of the 
Law. 



in. THB SOWEB. 

!• Oyer a boundless plain went a man, carry- 
ing seed. 

2. His face was blackened by sun and rugged 
from tempest, scarred and distorted by pain* 
Naked to the loins, his back was ridged with fur^ 
rows, liis breast was plowed witli stripes. 

3. From his hand dropped the fecund seed. 

4. And behold, instantly started from the pre- 
pared soil a blade, a shoaf, a springing trunk, a 
myriad-branching, cloud-aspiring tree* Its arms 
touched the ends of the horizon, tlie hearens 
were darkened with its shadow. 

6. It bare blossoms of gold and blossoms of 
blood, fruitage of health and fruitage of poison ; 
birds sang amid its foliage, and a serpent was 
coiled about its stem. 

6. Under its branches a dirinely beautiful 
man, crowned with thorns, was nailed to a cross. 

7. And the tree put forth treacherous boughs 
to strangle the Sower ; his flesh was bruised and 
torn, but cunningly he disentangled the murder- 
ous knot and passed to the eastward. 

8. Again there dropped from his hand the 
feenndseed. 
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0. And bohold, instantly started from tho pro- 
pared soil a blodo, a sheafy a springing tranki 
A myriad-branching, clood-osinrijig troo. Cres- 
cent shaped like little emerald moons were the 
leares; it bare blossoms of silror and blossoms 
id Uood, fruitage of health and fruitage of poi- 
•on I birds sang amid it« f oilage and a serpent 
was coiled about its stem. 

10. Under its branches a tnrbanod mighty- 
limbed Propliet brandished a drawn sword. 

11. And behold, this tree likewise puts forth 
perfidious arms to strangle the Sower \ but cmi- 
aingly he disentangles tho morderoos knot and 
passes on. 

12. Lo, his hands are not empty of grain, tlie 
•trcngtli of his onn is not spent. 

13. What germ hast thou sared for tho future, 
O miraculous Ilunbandman ? Tell me, thou 
Planter of Christhood and Islam ; tell me, thou 
aeed-bearing Israel I 

rv. THE TEST. 

1. Daylong I brooded upon the Passion of 
Israel. 

2. I saw him bound to the wheel, nailed to 
the cross, cut off by the sword, burned at the 
■take, tossed into the seas. 

3. And always tho patient, resolute, martyr 
faee arose in silent rebuke and defianee. 

4. A Prophet with four eyes ; wide gased tho 
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orbs of IW tpiril §hof iW doopiag qriUik oC 
tiio tonteii. 

5. A Pool, wlio plucked fmn kit boeooi ihm 
qntTering lieari aimI fatliioiied U inlo a Ijro. 

G. A plaeMl4irowed Sag«» opUfUd Irm «uth 
in eelculUl niMliuUon. 

?• llioM I Mw, with prineit and pooph te 
their train ; tlie monaniontal dead aad tha elaad* 
artl4iaarers of Uio future. 

8. And tuddonly I hoanl a bant oC OMcUaf 
laughter, and taming, I boliald tha •haMiaf gai^ 
the ignominious feaUtrWy tha sordid BMak aC Iha 
•OB of tha Ghetto. 

T. cvRRicna. 

1. VArr Oceania moTcmenta, the flnx aad f^ 
flux of iranicaMraUe titlea» ore re wee p mn eeatJ 
aaiit 

2. From tlie far Caocaeiaa etqipeai fran the 
eqnalid Ghettos of Europe, 

3. Kroin OdcsMi and Docharealt frsm Kief, 
and EkatcrtnoslaT, 

4. Ilarli to the cry of tha exiles of Bahjlaa« 
the Toice of Rachel uMmnitaf for her eliildiaA» 
of Israel lamenting for Zion. 

6. And lo, Uke a tarhtd stream* the 
flood bants the djkee of spprsesio> aad 
hitherward. 

^ Unto her ample breast, tha 
of 
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7. The herdsnuui of Canaan and the feed of 
Jerusalem*! royal ihepherd renew their youth 
amid the pastoral plains of Texas and the golden 
Tallqrs of the Sierras. 

TI. TUX PBOPIIXT. 

1. Moses Bior Maimow lifting his perpetnal 
lamp orer the path of the perplexed ; 

2. Halleny the honey-tongoed poet» wakening 
amid the silent rains of Zion the sleepmg lyre of 
Darid; 

3. Closes, the wise son of Mendel^ who made 
the Glietio illustrioiis s 

4. Abarhaneli the eoonselor of kings ; Alcha- 
riAi, tlie exquisite singer ; Ibn Ezra, the perfect 
old man ; Gabirol, the tragic seer ; 

5. Heine, the enchanted magician, the heari- 
hroken jester ; 

6. Yea, and tlie century-crowned patriarch 
whose bounty engirdles the globe ; — 

7. Tliese need no wreath and no trumpet; 
like perennial asphodel blossoms, their fame, 
their glory resounds like the brazen -throated 
comet. 

8. But thou — hast thou faith in the fortune 
of Israel ? Wonldst thou lighten the anguish of 
Jacob? 

9. Tlien shalt thou take the hand of yonder 
caftaned wretch with flowing carls and gold- 
piereedearsi 
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10. Who crawls blinking forth from the loath- 
some recesses of the Jewry ; 

11. Ncnreless his fingers, pony his frames 
haunted by the bat-like phantoms of superstition 
is his brain. 

12. Tliou shalt say to the bigot, '< My 
Brother,*' and to the creature of darknesSi '' My 
Friend." 

13. And thy heart shall spend itself in foun- 
tains of lore upon the ignorant, the ooarse, and 
tlio abject 

14. Then in the obscurity thou shalt hear a 
rush of wings, thine eyes shall be bitten with 
pungent smoke. 

15. And close against thy quivering lipe shall 
be pressed the live coal wherewith the Seraphim 
brand the Prophets. 



YII. 0IIRY8ALI8. 

1. LoKO, long has the OrientJew span aroond 
his helplessness the cunningly enmeshed web of 
Talmud and Kabbala. 

2. Imprisoned in dark comers of misery and 
oppression, closely he drew about him the dust- 
gray filaments, soft as silk and stubborn as steel, 
until he lay death-stiffened in mummied seclu- 
sion. 

3. And the world has named him an ugly 
worm, shunning the blessed daylight 

4. But when the emancipating springtide 
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lircalhet wholesoniey quiekening ain, when the 
Son of Lof?e ahincs out with cordial flreOy lo^ the 
Soul of hsnA bnrtts her eobweb sheeth, end fliee 
forth attired in the winged beanty of immoi^ 
tali^. 

TO CABUEN SYLYA. 

On, that the goldon lyre dinne 

"Whence Da?id smote flame-tonee were mine I 

Oh, that the silent liarp which hong 

Untuned, nnstrangi 
Upon the willowi hy the rireri 
Would throb beneath ray touch and qnirer 
With the old song-enchanted spell 

Of Israeli 

Oh, that the large prophetic Voice 

Woold make my recd-piped throat its choice I 

All ears should prick, all hearts should spring. 

To hear mo sing 
The burden of the isles, tlio word 
AsKjria knew, Damascus heard, 
When, like tlie wind, while cedars shake^ 

Isaiah spake* 

For I would frame a song to-day 
Winged like a bird to clearo its way 
O'er land and sea tliat spread between, 
To where a Queen 



\ • 



TO CARMEN BTLVA, 

Sits with a triple eoronot 
Grenios and Sorrow botli hare set 
Their diadems abore the gold — 
A Queen three-fold I 

To her the forest lent its lyre. 

Hers are the sylvan dews, the fire 

Of Orient sans, the mist-wreathed gleams 

Of mountain streams. 
She, the imperial Rliine*s own ohildi 
Takes to her heart the wood-nymph wildf 
The gypsy Pelech, and the wide, 

White Danube's tide. 
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She who beside an infant's bier 
Long since resigned all hope to hear 
The sacred name of *^ Mother " blese 

Her childlessness, 
Now from a people's sole acclaim 
Rcceires the heart-vibrating name, 
And <' Mother, MoUicr, Mother I " filla 

The echoing liills. 

Yet who is he who pines apart, 
Estranged from that maternal heorty 
Ungroced, unfriended, and forlomi 

Tlie bntt of scorn ? 
An alien in his land of birth, 
An outcast from his brethren's earth, 
Albeit with tlieirs his blood mixed well 

When Plevna fell 7 
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When All RoQniania*8 diaini were rireDi 
When onto all his tons was given 
The hero's glorious reward, y 

Reaped by tlie sword,— 
Wherefore was Uiis poor thrall, whose ehains 
Hang heaTiesty within whose reins 
The oldest blood of freedom strea»ed| 

Still unredeemed ? 

O Mother, Poet, Queen in one I 
Yitj and sare — he is thy son. 
Tor poet David's sake, the king 

Of all who sing \ 
For thine own people's sake who share 
His law, his truth, his praise, his prayer ; 
For his sake who was sacrificed — 

His brother — Christ 1 




TBB DANCE TO DEATH. 69 



XnE DANCE TO DEATH; 

A UI8T0RI0AL TRAOKDY IK FIVX A0T8. 

Thk pUy b dedioatod, in profound TOMntlon nad M- 
■peet, to Uie momorj of Geotgv EUok, tho Ulnitiioas 
writer, who did most nmonpf tho artiits ol onr dnj 
toward! eloTating nad Minoblioif tlM apiiit ol Jtwiih 
nationality. ^^_^__^_^^ 

TIIE PERSONS. 

Frrdbrick trx Gratb, Landffrav of Thmrimgia amd 
Margrave of Meiisen^ Proiedor and Pairom ^ tk$ Dm 
Citjf of NordhauoetL 

pRurcfl WiLUAM or Mkuskv, Am fon. 

SiJssKiKD VON Orb, a Jew. 

IIknrt Schkbtzbn, Oovemor ofSaUa, 

IIkkrt Nordmakk of NoRDMAmmsiir, Kmgkt ^ 

Treffurt 
Rrikiiaro Prppbroorv, Prior of WarAwrg MoMuUrp* 
Rabbi Jacob. 

Dietrich ton TsTTBirBORy, President of lit OouMiL 
Rbubbk Von Orb, a bo$, 8Mnnd*$ mh. 
Baruoh, 
Napbtau, 
Rabbi Crbsskuk. 
Lat-Bbothbb. 

Pagb. • 

pubuo soriybnbb. 
Princbw Mathildu, wife to Fredorlek. 

LlBBRAIO TON OrB. 

Clairb Cbbmblik. 

Jews, JewoMM, Bai^sT^eri, Senaton, Citiirai, Gtimi's 
Wife and Boy, Flngellanti, Sonranti, GnardsoMB. 

8eom ^ Partlif in NordhauBen^ parti jf in Eimmek. Tim§t 

Mag, itk, M, atk, 1840. 



I Jewf. 
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ACT I. — InNwdhauim^ 

SCENE L 

A aireei in tke JudemgaM§e, omUidt tkt Sgmagofue, Dming 
tkU Seem Jewf atui Jewefaef , MN^jr and in frmqM, with 
prajfer-htoki in Umr kmnda, pau ocrvft tkt 9ta^ and go 
into iks Sjfnagogae* Among tkaOf cnCtr Babocb and 
Naistau. 

KAPHTAU. 

HatlteeB him yet? 

BARUCH. 

Nay I Rabbi Jacob*! door 
Swung to behind him, just as I puffed ap 
0*erblown with haate. See how our yean weigh, 

cousin. 
Who *d judge me with this paunch a temperate 

man, 
A man of modest means, a man witluU 
Scarce orerpast his prime? Well, God be 

praised, 
If age bring no worse burden I Who is this 

stranger ? 
Simon the Leech telb me he claims to bear 
Some special message from the Lord — no 

doubt 
To-morrow, fresh from rest, he 11 publish it 
Within the Synagogue. 
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KAPRTALI. 

To-morroWy 
He will not hear of lert— he comes aooD 
Shall we within ? 



? 



BARUCH* 

Rather lei 's wait. 
And Keratinize him as he mounts the itreeti 
Since you denote him so remarkabloi 
Yon 've whetted my desire. 

NAPHTALI. 

A blind, old maUf 
Mayhap is all you *11 find him —spent with trafelf 
His raiment foaled with dost, his sandaled feet 
Road-bruised by stone and bramble. But hie 

face I — 
Majestic witli long fall of cloud-white beardy 
And hoary wroatli of hair— oh, it is one 
Already kissed by angels. 

BARUCH. 

Look, there limps 
Little Manasseh, bloated as his purse, 
And wrinkled as a frost-pinched frait I hear 
His last loan to the Syndic will result 
In quadrapling his wealth. Good Lord I what 

luck 
Blesses some folky while good men stint and 

sweat 




72 TBE DANCE TO DEATB. 

And terape, to merdj fill the hotuehold larder* 

Wlial Mud 70a of this {Mlgriniy Naf^bleli ? 

Hmm ineqnalitiaf of fortune mb 

HjT eente of jottiee so against the graini 

I loee D17 Terj name. Whenoe doee he eome ? 

la he alone? 

HAPHTILL 

He eomea from Chinony IVanee» 
BabU Crendin he eaDf himeelf — alone 
Sa^e for hia daogfater who haa led him hither. 

A beaatifaly pale gill with ronnd Uaek ejM* 

BABUCH* 

Bring thej fr^h tiding! of the pestilence ? 

KAPHTALt. 

I know not"- bat I learn from other source 
It has borst forth at Erfurt 

BABUCH. 

God haTO mercy I 
HaTe man J of our tribe been stricken ? 

HAPHTALI. 

No. 
Thejr deaose their homee and keep their bodice 

sweet, 
Nor ceaM from prajer«-and so does Jacob's 

God 
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Protect His chosen, stilL Tet efen His &Tor 

Our enemies would twist into a curse. 

Beholding the destroying angel smite 

Tlie foul idolater and leaye unscathed 

The gates of Israel — the old cry they raise — 

We haye begotten tlie Black Death— ->tfw poison 

The well-springs of the towns. 

BABUCH. 

God pity us I 
But truly are we blessed in Nordhausen. 
Such terrors seem remote as Egypt's plagues. 
I warrant you our Landgrare dare not harry 
Such creditors as we. See, here comes onoy 
The greatest and most liberal of them all — 
SUsskind yon Orb. 

SussKiND yoK Obb, Lisbhaid, and Rkubkk eiiter, oA 
pa»» acrou the 9ta^t <>>*<' ditappear within th$ Sgna* 
gogue* 

I 'd barter my whole fortune. 

And yours to boot, that 's thrice the bulk of 

mine, 
For half the bonds he holds in Frederick's name* 
The richest merchant in Thuringia, he— 
The poise of his head would tell it, knew we 

not. 
How has his daughter leaped to womanhood I 
I mind when she came toddling by his hand. 
But yesterday — a flax-haired child — to-day 
Her brow is leyel with his pompous ehin* 
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H<nr fur ike ia ! Her hair has kept its gold 
Untomiabed ilill. I trace not eitbet parent 
In her face, dean cnt as a gem. 



f 



Her mother 
Wa« f&r-oS kin to mo. and I might pau, 
I 'm told, ungucMed in Cliristian garb. I know 
A pret^ tecret of that scornful face. 
It lores high game to Nvrdhauien. 

KAl-nTAtt. 

Bamcb, 
I marrcl al your prompt credulity. 
Tlie Prince of McitMten and Licbliaid von Orhl 
A jest for goatipc Mid — Look, look, he comee I 



'VTbo '• that, tli* Prince ? 

ITAPIITALI. 

Nay, dullard, the old man. 
The Rabbi of Cbinon. Ah 1 liis stoat staff. 
And that bra*e creature's strong young hand 

suffice 
Scarcely to keep erect his tottering fnune. 
Emaciate-lippcd, with caremoas block eyes 
Whoae inward Tisions do eclipae the day. 



/ 
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Seems he not one re-risen from the grafe 
To yield the secret ? 

ITitfcr Rabbi Jacob, atid Rabbi Cbbssslot hi kg 

thfi Sjfmigogue, 

BARUCH {esalUdlg). 

Blessed art thoiii O Lordy 
King of the Uniyerse, who teaeheet wisdom 
To those who fear thee I ^ 

KAPHTALI. 

Haste we in. The star 

Of Sabbath dawiuu 

BARUCH. 

My flesh is still a-ereep 
From the strange gaze of those wide -rolling 

orbs. 
Didst note, man, how thej fixed me ? His lean 

cheeks. 
As wan as wax, were Uoodless ; how hb arms 
Stretched far beyond the flowing sleere and 

showed 
Gaant, palsied wrists, and hands blue-lipped with 

death I 
Well, I haye seen a sage of IsraeL 

[7^ enter ike Sfnagogme. Seem eieeee* 

^ These words are the eastoiiiarj lonaala of Jewish 
prayer on eeeiiig a wIn maa of IsrseL 
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SCENE n. 

IV AjnMJO^iW CrSMfn/ vilh mrikipprrt. AtKOng lU 
vaawK la tkf Galtrrf art ditrovrrtd LibbrAID VOU Ohb 
■wJ Cl^lKB CHEWeUM. /tf^DiE, anon; (Ar men, St)W- 
KiKD TOM Okb am/ Rbtiirk. At tU JtmJrr'i Dttk, 
Rabbi Jacob. Fmuins ilif aiiditnct mndrr iki Ark of 
tU CuRMiK, >fa«/( a high dtik, btkind cAi'eA l'< MM 
d« rkitt htad o/aoald mat lowtd imptxtftr. BtMmm 
•luf Katbtau (idrr and takr litir teaU, 

BAROCH. 

Think you ha Bpealu before Uie Mnriee t 

lfAPQTAI,L 

Iio, phuilont4ike (he toweriog pAtrisreb I 

[Rabbi Cbewbus f/mofy ritu bmtatM lA« ^nt. 

KABBI CRE8SELIN. 

Woe onto Israel ! woe unto all 

Abiding 'mid atnnge peoplee I Ye ehall be 

Cut off from that land where ye made jroor 

home. 
I, Creuelin of Chinoot hare trareled far, 
Thenee when atj fathen dwelt, to warn mj 

For whom the Sre and etake haTe been prepared. 
Oar brethren of Verdon, all orer Francs, 
Are burned alive beneath the Ootfim'i torch. 
What terron hare I witneaaed, ere mj light 
Was marcif oil; qoenched I In Gaaeonjr, 
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In Sayoji Piedmont, roand the garden shores 
Of tranquil Leman, down the beaatifal Rhine, 
At Lindau, Costnitz, Schaffhaosen, St GraUen, 
Everywhere torture, smoking Synagoguesi 
Carnage, and burning flesh. The li^^te shiiM 

out 
Of Jewish virtue, Jewish truth, to star 
The sanguine field with an immortal blaion* 
The venerable Mar-Isaao in Cologne, 
Sat in his house at prayer, nor lifted lid 
From off the sacred text, while all around 
The fanatics ran riot ; him they seized, 
Haled through the streets, with prod of stick and 

spike 
Fretted his wrinkled flesh, plucked his white 

beard, 
Dragged him with gibes into their Church, and 

held 
A Crucifix before him. '' Know thy Lord 1 " 
He spat thereon ; he was pulled limb from limb. 
I saw — God, that I might forget I -— a man 
Leap in the Loire, with his fair, stalwart son, 
A-bloom with youth, and midst the stream ui- 

sheathe 
A poniard, sheathing it in his boy*s hearty 
While he pronoanced the blessing for the dead. 
'< Amen I " the lad responded as he sank. 
And the white water darkened as with wine* 
I saw «- but no I Ton are glotted, and my 

tongue. 
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Bliatcrctl, rcfusotli to narrato inoro woe. 

I liftvo known mucli torrow. AVlion it plenwd 

tbo Lord 
To nfllict UK irilh tlio hordo of Fastourfatix, 
The ralibic of armoil berdHinon, pcaxanta, Blaron, 
llen-bt'onUi u( burden — eoono us tlio eutli the/ 

tilled. 
Who liko an inuiidaiioii deluged France 
To droiTn onr race ^ my Itoort held firai, mj 

tf^Liu. ■ 

Shook not niKiii her rock antil I saw, ^M 

Smit \iy God'i beam, the big block clond du- H 

•olve. " 

Tlicn fiillnned uiih their ■eylllc^ simdo*, club*, 

biid banners 
Finnnting the Crou. the Iiosta of Armleder, 
From whose fieree woands we learee ue healed 

to-day. 
Yet do I say the cnp of bittemcM 
That Israel has drained is bat a dranght 
Of cordial, to tlie cup that is prepared. 
The niack Death and the llrothcra of (lie Crou, 
Tlictw are our (oci — and tlicse are evorywbetv. 
I who am blind mo ruin in their wake ; 
Ye who have eyes and limbe, arise and flee I 
To-morrew the Flagellants will be her*. 
God's angel risited my sleep and spake : 
'* Tliy JowiBl) kin in tha Tburingian town 
Of NordhMuen sltall bo swept off from eortht 
Their elders and tlwir babci — conramed with 

Am. 
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Go, lammon Israol to flight «- take tliii 
As sign that I, who call tlioo, am tho Lordf 
Tbino oyct sholt be ttraek blind till thoa butt 

spoken.'* 
Thon darkness fell upon mj mortal sense. 
But light broke o*er my soul, and all was cleoTy 
And I hare journeyed hitlier wiUi mj child 
O'er mount and rifer, till I hare announeed 
The message of the Everlasting God. 

RABDI JACOB. 

Father, hare mercy I when wilt tliou bare done 
With rod and scourge ? Beneath tliy children's 

feet 
Earth splits, fire springs. No rest, no rest I no recti 

A TOICB. 

Look to the women I Mariamne swoons I 

ANOTHER TOICB. 

Woe unto us who sinned I 



ANOTHER YOICB. 

We 're all dead 
Fly, fly ere dawn as our forefathers fled 
From out the land of Egypt* 



BARUCH. 



Are ye mod? 
Shall we desert snug homes ? forego tlie sum 
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Senped thfoogli laboriooi ytm to laoodi liii*t 

dope, 
Aad dfe lOw dogi imlwmihwl and utoAdiedt 
At bidding of % ■ow a w ^er iad old turn ? 

A TOCCI* 

Ho llovli tiio Lofd*i uointod I OulUmlorai 

•Ohkimd toh obb* 

Pooooi b f o Uif oa, poooo I If I hafo o?or oerfod 
LvmI wHli panoy Mm, bnin, or hoarl^- bow 

lioftr met 
Uqr God iattrael mj tpoeeh I Thb wise old 



Whooe brow flames with the majestj of trath, 
llaj be part>blinded ihroogh exeett of ligfaly 
As oDe who eyes too long the naked son. 
Setting in rayless glory, turns and finds 
Outlines confused, familiar colors changedf 
An objects branded with one blood-bright spot 
Nor chafe at Bamcfa's homely sense ; tmth floats 
l^lidway between the stars and the abyss. 
We, by God*s grace, hare foond a special nest 
r the dangerous rock, screened against wind 

and hawk; 
Free burghers of a free town, blessed moroorer 
With the pecnliar &Tor of the Prince, 
Frederick the GraTo, our patron and protector. 
What shall we fear? Bather, where shall we 
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Secure asyloni, if here be not one P 
FljT ? Our forefathers had the wilderness, 
The sea their gatewaj, and the fire-cored clood 
Their divine guide. Us, hedged bj ambushed 

foesy 
No frank, free, kindly desert shall receire. 
Death crouches on all sides, prepared to leap 
Tiger-like on our throats, when first we step 
From this safe covert. Everywhere the Plague I 
As nigh as Erfurt it has crawled — the towns 
Reek with miasma, the rank fields of spring. 
Rain-saturated, are one beautiful — - lie. 
Smiling profuse life, and secreting death* 
Strange how, unbidden, a trivial memory 
Tlirusts itself on my mind in this grave hour. 
I saw a large white bull urged through the town 
To slaughter, by a stripling wiUi a goad, 
Whom but one sure stamp of that solid heel, 
One toss of those mooned horns, one battering 

blow 
Of that square marble forehead, would have 

crushed, 
As we might crush a worm, yet on he tmdgedy 
Patient, in powerful healtli to death. At once, 
As though o' the sudden stung, he roared aloud. 
Beat with fierce hoofe the air, shook desperately 
His formidable head, and heifer-swift. 
Raced Uirough scared, screaming streets. Well, 

and tiie end ? 
He was the promptlier bound and killed and 

quartered. 
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The world belongs to man ; dreuus the poor 

Some nook hu hecn apportioned for brute life ? 
Wbere •hntl a man escape iDon*B cruelly ? 
Wbere gliall God's eerrant cower from bit 

Lei na bide, brethren — we are in His band. 

KABBI CRESSELIN (nUrnnj a pterdng iiridt), 

ALl 

Woe unto Israel ! Lo, I see again, 

As the Ineffable foretold. I fiee 

A flood of fire thai Btreanu towards the lawn. 

Look, the deBtraying Angel with the sword, 

Wberefrom the drops ot gall are raining down, 

Broad-winged, comes flytug towards yon. Now 

b« draws 
Hi* lightning-glittering blade I With the keen 

edge 
He (iiiitetb Israel — ah I 

[Bt/alli back dtad. Conf»m«n in Ot BtmvVf- 

ChUBS {fivm li» galkrj). 

Father! Mytatherl 
Let me go down to bun 1 

i.rmimm . 

Sweet giri, be patient. 
Tbii ia the Hooae of God, ud He hath entered. 
Bow we and pray. 
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Vn TOICB. 

He *• doooMd* 

SD TOICB- 

D«MiI DhmII 

8D TOICB. 

▲ jadgMMll 

4TH TOICB. 

IfAke w» J thm 1 Air I Carry him f ortk I He *• 

I 



8D TOICB. 

Najt y^ bcMt '8 •Copped — his bteeth hee 
^ quite deed. 



6th TOICB. 

Didil merk a diaiBond laiiee flatb f reoi iIm 

roof, 
Aad tCrike kirn 'twist the ejee? 



Urt TOICB. 

Obt daje are 
Hue b the token. 



u 
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KABBI JACOB. 

Litt the corpse and prajr. 
Shall W8 neglect God'a due obHerrances, 
^hile He IB manifett in miniele ? 
1 taw A blnie wen timea more bright than fire, 
Crest. halo-niHp, the jintriarcirs white head. 
Tlie dai:7.1e stung nty burning lids — they doaod. 
One instant — when thej op«d, the great bUnk 

Had settled on his conntcnaneo forever. 

* Departed brotlier, nayest thou find the gates 

Of LcaTcn open, iiee the city of peace. 

And meet the ministering angels, glad, 

Hantcning towards the« ! May the High IVicst 

To greet and bless tliec '■ Go thon to the end I 

Repose in peace and rise again to life. 

No mors thy aan bcIa, neitlier wanes thy moon. 

The Lord sliall be thy ere Hasting light, 

Tliy days of roonming shall b« at ao end. 

For yoa, my flock, fear nothing; it ia writ 

As one his mother coroforteth, so I 

Will comfort yoD and in Jemsalem 

Ve ahall be conifort«d. [&nt chttt, 

• b»litml 



Pi 
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SCENE m. 

Etftmng. A cnoked b}/wajf in the JmUn§a$$t» EHUr 

Pbivob William. 

PRINCE WILLIAM. 

Carsed be these twisted lanes ! I hafe missed 

the dae 
Of the close labyrinth. Nowhere in eighty 
Just when I lack it, a stray gaberdine 
To pick me up my thread. Yet when I haste 
Through these blind streets, nnwishfol to be spied. 
Some dozen hawk-eyes peering o*er erook*d 

beaks 
Leer recognition, and obsequious caps 
Do kiss the stones to greet my princeship. Bah I 
Strange, 'midst such refuse sleeps so white a 

pearL 
At last, here shuffles one. 

EnUr a Jew, 

GiTe yoo good erea I 
Sir, can you help me to the nighest way 
Unto the merchant's house, SOsskind ron Orb ? 

JEW. 

Whence come you knowing not the high brick 

waU, 
Without, blank as my palm, o* the inner side, 
Muring a palace ? But — do you wish him well ? 
He is my friend — we must be wary, wary^ 



( 
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Wg nil liare wu-iiing — Ob, the Urror of it 1 
I b&vo not f ot my wita I 

PKIKOa WILLIAM. 

I am Ilia frioad. 
I* lie in peril ? What '■ tlio m&tt«ri man ? 



IVril 7 !!!■ [>cril St no worac tlian mlnei 
Uut (]ie ricli win cainpanoion. Go<l ii jiuti 
And eTcry mui of ui ii doomed- Alack 1 
Jtt t^A it — oil ihoio wild, wliito ejret I 



1 pray yon, 



roiNCE WILLIAM. 
Tell me the way to SUMkind'i home. 

JEW. 

Sweet maater, 
Ton look the perfect knight, what can you ciave 
Of lu atarved, wretched Jowa 7 Leare na in 

peace. 
Tlie Judrncaase gates will aliut anon, 
Vor ope till mom again for Jew or Gentile. 

mlNCE Wn-LIAB. 

Hera 'a gold. I am the Prince of Ueiaaea — 
■peak I 

3KW. 

Oh pardon I Let me kiia your mantle'* vdg*. 
Thia way, gnat air, I lead you thera my aelf, 



I 
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If you doign follow one so poor, so homblo. 
You muflt rIiow roorcy in Uio name of Godf 
For Torily are we afUiotod* Come. 
Hard by is Slisskind's dwelling — as we walk 
By your good leaTO 1 11 tell what I have seen. 

fjffwifftfi 



SCENE IV. 

A luxuriousljf "JUmiihed apartmeni in SDsskikd TOir 
Orb*8 houie. Upon a riddjf-tprtad ntpper-iabU §iand$ 
the ieven-braneked iilver candlettick ifftk§ Sabbath mm. 
At the table are eeated SUssKiKO TON Obb, LiBBHAre^ 
and Reubxh. 

8U88KIKD. 

Drink, children, drink I and lift your hearts to 

Ilim 
Who gives us the vine's fruit [Tkeg drink. 

How clear it glows | 
Like gold within the golden bowl, like fire 
Along our veins, after the work-day week 
Rekindling Sabbath-fervor, SabbaUi-strength* 
Verily God prepares for me a table 
In presence of mine enemies I He anoints 
My head with oil, my cup is overflowing. 
Praise we His name I Hast thou, my daugfatefi 

served 
The needs o' the poor, suddenly-orphaned child ? 
Naught must she lack beneath my rool 
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Tea, futlier. 
She prnjB and wecpa witliin : she hiul no heart 
For Snbbatli meal, but ebargod m« with her 

bUsskixd. 
Thou ahalc be mother end outer in oite to her. 
Speak to her cotnfortahljr. 



Bbe lioa begged 
A grace of mo I liappily can grant. 
After our evoniiig-praj'er, to lead her bock 
Unto the Syna^guc, where eloepi her fatlieri 
A light at head and foot, o'erwatched by 

gtrangors ; 
She would hold *igiL 

'T U a pioo* with, 
Not to be croMcd, befitting Iiracl'e daughter. 
Go, Roul>cn ) heavily iho momenle hang, 
While licr heart yoomi to break beaide hie 

eorjise. 
B«coive my blewing. 

{Utpiaeri kit kandt tqmt M* *»■'* Atad in ittudie- 
liom. ICiil BtaitH. 

Henceforth her home ii hera. 
la tb« erent tonight, Ood'i finger point! 
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"^ibly oot of heayen. A thick doad 
Befogs the fature. But joat here if light. 

iCiitef a MTPonf MtAm ny in FsoroB WiLLUiii 

SERVAHT. 

HiB highness Prince of Meissen. [XgiL 

SOSSKDTD. 

Wehmme, Frinoel 
God bless thy going forth and coming in I 
Sit at our table and accept the cup 
Of welcome which my dan^iter fills. 

[Lubhaid q^cff Aim wim. 

PRINCB WILUAM (drinking). 

Totheel 

[All take their §eati at tkM imbk. 
I hoard disquieting news as I came hither. 
The apparition in the SynagoguOf 
The miracle of the message and the death. 
SUsskind yen Orb, what think*st then of these 
things? 

SttSSKIND. 

I thinki sirt we are in the liand of Gody 

I trust the Prince^your father and my friend. 

PRIKOB WILLIAM. 

Trust no man I floe I I haye not come to-night 
To little purpose. Your arch enemy, 
Tlie GoTcrnor of Salus Henry Schnetzeni 
Has won my father's eir. Sinoe yester eye 
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He itop* ftt Eincnach, begging of the FrioM 
The Jen' (Icatruetion. 

sObskikd (rM/mly). 

8chneU0D u mj foe, 
I know it, but I Icnow ft tolianian, 
Whicli Bt a wonl tnnimatcs hie bate to love. 
Liobluiid, my child, look clicerly. Wlut u Uui ? 
Hum dara not touch thee ; the oppreuor'i eniM, 
UclU into bleasing at tlif sight. 

LI KO II AID. 

Not feu 
Flueki tX my liMit-atrings, f&ther, tbottgb the «ir 
Tbiekcni with porttin(« i 't ii the thought of 

flight. 
Bat no — I follow the*. 

FBtNCE WlLLtAK. 

Thou ahklt not miM 
The tbIqo of ft hftir fmm thy home treftinres. 
All thftt ihon loveit, Liebfaftid, goee with thee. 
Knowect thou, SankiiKl, Schnetun'a cftiiM of 
bate? 

stlaaKtND. 
T ii rooted in tn ftncient error, bom 
During hii food with Landgiftre Frits the Bitten, 
Yoor Uighnese' grftndain— ten yean — twt&ty 
— bftck. 



HPW*"" 
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Misled to think I liod betrayed hit castlei 

Who knew the secret tannol to its conrtSi 

He has nursed a baseless gmdg^, whereat I smOty 

Sure to disarm him by the simple truth. 

God grant me strength to attor it. 

PRINCB WILLIAM. 

Toafaney 
Tlie rancor of a bad heart slow distilled 

Through yenomed years, so at a breath, dissolTei. 

O good old man, i' tlie world, not of the world I 

Belike, himself forgets tlie doubtful core 

Of tliis still-curdling, potrifymg ooze* 

Truth ? why truth glances from the callous masii 

A spear against a rock. He hugs his hatOy 

His bed-fellow, his daily, life-long comrade ; 

Think you he has slept, ate, drank with it thia 

while, 

Now to forego rerenge on such slight eaose 

As the reyealed truth ? 

You mistake my thoughty 
Great-hearted Prince, and justly — for I speak 
In riddles, till God*s time to make all dear* 
When His day dawns, the blind shall tee. 

FBnrOll WILLIAM. 

ForgiTe me^ 
If I, in wit and yirtue your diseiplei 
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Sc«m to JDitruet my mostor. Accident 
LiTli me whoro I •urvoy a broader ffolil 
'I'luui wise men stntioncJ lowor. I ■17 poril, 
Fierce Aomo iiiviHililo from t)io Icsaur poalu. 
God's time i< now. Dolnyod truth leaves a lis 
Triampliant. If f ou liorbor any iccret, 
Potent to force U ear tlut 'b locked to mercy, 
la God's same, now disbosom ib 

BvaBKDnk 

Kind Heaven I 
Would that my pco]ilo's safety were assured 
So is my child's 1 Where shall we tarn ? When 

flee? 
For all aroond us the Black Angel broods. 
We step ioto the o]>cn jaws of death 
If we go hence. 

PBIKCZ WlLLtAU. 

Better to fall beneath 
The hand of God, than be cnt oS by man. 

BtlsaKINV. 

We are trapped, the springe ii aet Not ignt^ 

I offered counsel in tlie Synnnogne, 

Quelled juinic witli authoritative calm, 

But knowing, having weighed the opposing ritks. 

Onr friends in Stnubnrg have been overmaatered, 

The imperial voice ii drowned, tha pi^ aim 
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Drops paralyzod — both, lifted for the troth i 
We ean but front with braye eyee, brow erect» 
As is our wonty the f uUness of our doom* 

FBIKOB WILLIAM. 

Then Meissen's sword champions yoor desperate 

cause. 
I take my stand here where my heart is fixed.: 
I lore your daughter — if her Ioto eonsenty 
I pray you, giro me her to 



LIEBUAID. 
SUSSKIKD. 



Ahl 



Prineoy 
Let not this Saxon skin, this hair's gold fleeoe^ 
These Rhine-blue eyes mislead thee —she is 

alien. 
To the heart's core a Jewess — prop of my 

house, 
Soul of my soul — and I? a despised Jew. 

PRINCE WILLIAM. 

Thy propped house crumbles ; let my arm sns« 

tain 
Its tottering base — tliy light is on tlie wanoy 
Lot me relume it Give thy star to mOf 
Or ever pitch-black night engulf us all— - 
Lend me your Toice, liebhaidy entreat for me. 
Shall this prayer be your first that he denies ? 



ft 
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LIKBHAID. 

Fftther, 107 Iwait'a deriro i> one with hb. 

StiSSKlNO. 

Ib thu the will of Goa ? Amen 1 My eliildren, 
Be giatient witli me, I am full of trouble. 
For you, heroic Prince, could auglit eDliance 
Your love'* ineompnrablo nobility, 
Twcro the forcboilin|t hnrror oC thi* hour, 
AVIicrcin ynu ilnro llnali fortlk iti liylilning^wonL 
You reckon not, in the hot. B|ilcntli(] moment 
Of great rceolve, the cold iniiJioua breath 
Wbcrewitli tho outer world ilutll bUut Kod 

But hark I I own a mj-Blic amulet, 
Which yon delivering to your graciooa father, 
Shall calm his rage withal, and change hii ecom 
Of tho Jew's daughter into pore alToction. 
I will go fetch it — tliongh I drain my heart 
Of iU red blood, to yield thii Moriflee. 

ISxU SeMKlXD. 

rniNCE wiLUAX. 
Have you no smile to weloome love withi lieb- 

hold 7 
Why shonld yon trembU 7 



PriBe»,I>mafraUI 
Afraid of my own heart, my anfolhomed jpy, 
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A blonphemy ugaintt my fatlier't grief. 
My pooplo's agony. I dare be happj^ 
So happy 1 in the instant's loll betwixt 
The doule and the crash of doom* 

PKINCB WILLIAM. 

Toareod 
Tlie omen falsely ; rather is your joy 
The tliriUing harbinger of gonerol dawn. 
Did yoii not toll nio soarco a month agonOf 
When I olmncwl in on yon at feast and prayer. 
The holy time's bright legend ? of tlie qneen, 
Strong, beautiful, resolutOi who denied her roea 
To saTO her race, who cost upon the die 
Of her divine and simple loTcliness, 
Her life, her soul,— and so redeemed lier tribe. 
You are my Esther — bat I, no second tyrant. 
Worship whom you adore, bye whom you lore I 

LIXBHAID. 

If I must die with mom, I thank my Godf 
And thee, my king, that I haye lived this ni^t. 
Efiitr SOsBxnrD, carrpng a JtweUed catkii, 

SttMKIND. 

Here is the chest, sealed with my signet-ring, 
A mystery and a treasore lies within. 
Whose worth is faintly symboled by these gems, 
Starring the ease. Deliver it onopened, 
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Unto the Land^ve. Now, svect FrineAi gooA 

night. 
Else will the Judengaue gates be closed. 

PBtNCB wauAH. 
Thutkii father, thanka. liebhaid, nij briile, 
good-night. 

[Jit kiaa ka hrrnc. Si^MKlVD plaea All hontlt M 
lit lUadl a/ LlEBBAID and PaiHCB WlLLUM. 

bCsskind. 
BImmi), O Lord, art tliou, who bringest J07 
To bride and bridegroom. Let us thank tha 
Lord. (Cwtdn/Ub. 

ACT U. — At EUenach. 



LAHDORAVB. 

Who tells thee of mj son's lore for tbo Jewess ? 



I 



Who tells tne ? Ask the JodengaHe walls, 
The (ramilous stones publish Prince William's 

Tisila 
To his fair mistress. 
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LANDGRAVE. 

Mistress? AhySuehsiiit 
The ProTost of St Greorge's will remit 
For half a pound of coppers. 

SCHNETZEN. 

Think it noil 
No light amour this, leaying shield nnflecked ; 
He wooes the Jewish damsel as a knight 
The lady of his heart. 

LANDORAYE. 

Impossible ! 



SCHNETZEN. 

Things more impossible hare ehaneed. Be- 

member 
Count Gleiehen, doublj wired, who pined in 

Egypt, 
There wed the Pasha's daughter MalaclisaU, 
Nor blushed to bring his heathen paramoor 
Home to his noble wife Angelica, 
Countess of Orlamund. Yea, and the Pope 
Sanctioned the filthy sin. 

LAKDORATB. 

Himself shall say iU 
Ho, Gunther I (Enter a Ladeejf.) Bid the Prince 
of Meissen here. 

[Exit Laekijf. TIU LAMWimkrm paeu the itagt in 
agitation. 
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Emit Pbimci Wuxum. 

rSIKCB WILLIAM. 

Fstber, 70a ctlled me ? 



laNonUMOMD? 



LAMDOBATX. 

Ay, wbon were ym lait 



ruses WtLLUH. 

Thit morning I rod* h 



LAMIXIBAVX. 

Were yon at SUnIudcI'i hooM ? 



PRINCE WILLIAM. 

I wee, mj liege. 



LAmXI&AVE. 

I beer 700 enterUin nneeemljr lore 
For the Jew'* dwighter. 

FBIKCE WILLIAM, 

Who hu told thee thie? 

SCHHSTZKIT. 

Thi« I here told him. 

PBnTCX WTLLIAM. 

Father, believe him not> 
I eweer hj hokTen 'tii no nneeeinlj lore 
Leedi me to SUukiod'e bonee* 



PWW 



/ 
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LANDOSAYE. 

With what high title 
Please yon to qualify it? 

PBZNCX WILLIAM. 

Trae, I lore 
Liebhaid von Orb| but *t is the honest passion 
Wherewith a knight leads home his equal wife* 

LAND01tATB« 

Great God! and tliou wilt brag thy shame! 

Tliou speakest 
Of wife and Jewess in one breath I Wilt make 
Thy princely name a stench in German nostrils ? 



PRINCB WILLIAM. 

Hold, father, hold I Yon know her — yeSf % 

Jewess 
In her domestic pietyi her soul 
Large, simple, splendid like a star, her heart 
Suffused witli Syrian sunshine — but no more ^ 
The aspect of a Princess of Thuringi% 
Swan*necked, gold-haired, Madonna-eyed. Here 

herl 
If you will quench this passion, take my life I 

[H« falU a< Alt fatktrU feti, Frbdbmok, tii • 

parox]f§m ^f rage, tetiet Am tword* 



aOHKrETZEK. 



He is your son ! 
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LAITDaRAVS. 

Oh that he ne'er were bora I 
Hola I Halberdiers ! Yeomen of the Guard I 

fnfrr QaarHuBfK. 
Boar oH this prisoner I Let him sigh out 
Hi* blonplionious folly in tho ca«tIo tower, 
Until 111* liair bo snoir, his finger* clawi. 

[TSfi/ Kite and bear away PlUMCB WiLLLUL 

'Well, nliat '■ your counsel ? 

BCHKETZEN. 

Briefly lb!*, my lord. 
Hu Jcv* of Cfordbausen luTe brewed tba 

Prince 
A loTC-elixir — let them perish all 1 

[T»m»b teitKmd. Binginj of Hfmni vtJ Binginf 
tfChiirrh-MU. 7^ Lakikibavs and SomtCT' 
(KM gotelht mindeie. 

1 MNQ (n'fJIoiif). 
Th* emel pcMilcnea srilTM, 
CaU off * mjrriid haman lirrs. 
8m the Flit|r«11ant*' naked (Us t 
Thfl; ■conrRV thtiDKilrM tor KrioTiraa da. 
TrtmbiM tha varUi baocalh Odd'* bnatlt, 
Tha Jaw* (UU tU b* bonwd to daath. 

LAKDOHAVK. 

Look) foreign pilgrim t What an andloM fll« I 

> A thrrn* of th* tin**. S*« OfMti'a Bitttrf ^ At 
3tm, p^c* 874, Td. tIL 



IP! 
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Naked waistHipward. Blood is trickling down 
Their lacerated flesh. What do thej carrj ? 

8CHKETZBir« 

Their scourges —iron-pointed, leathern thongii 
Mark how they lash themselves — the striel 

Flagellants. * 
The Brothers of the Cross ^ hark to theb cries I 

VOICE FROM BBLOW. 

Atone, ye mighty 1 Gk)d is wroth I Expel 
The enemies of heaven —raze their homes I 

[Confu$ed eriei from beloWf wkkk grt»idwaU$ di$ 
awaif in the diitanoe. 

Woe to Grod*8 enemies I Death to the Jews I 
They poison all our wells—- they bring tho 

plague. 
Kill them who killed our Lord I Their homes 

shall be 
A wilderness — drown them in their own Uood I 

[2^ Lakogratx and So HJ t a T iai i witkdrum/hm 
Urn window. 



flOHNBTZXIf. 

Do not the people ask the same as I f 

Is not the people's voice the voice of Qod? 



»• 



LAKDURATB. 



I will consider. 
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MIlXRIUUfi 

Not too long, mj liega. 
Tlio moment faron. Later 't were hud to 

Dao caoie to hie Inipcriol llajcBtyt 
For ilaugbtering tlie vasaals of the Crowa. 
Two miglity fricnda ara thcin. Hi* bolineH 
Clement the Sixth and Kaiser KorL 

LANIXIRATE. 

'T woro nuh 
Contending witli *ach odda. 

BCBintTZKir. 

Coarnge, mjr lord. 
Tlicte battle lingljr agnintt doath and fat*. 
Your allieg are the lonM and heart o' the 

world. 
Frietta warring for their Chriat, noblee for 

gold. 
And people* for the rery breath of life 
Spoiled b; tlie poieon-mixera. Kaiaer Karl 
Lifta hia lone roice unheard, athwart the roar 
Of inch a Sood ; the papal ball ia whiried 
An oneonaidered rag amidat the eddiea. 

UKDORirS. 

What credence lend ]rou to the general mmtv 
Of the rirer poiatm ? 



A 



•MM 
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somnsTZKK* 
Saeh as mine eyes ftToaeh. 
I hare seeiiiTea toadied the leathern wallel 

found 
On the body of one from whom the troth wae 

wrenched 
By salutary torture. He conf essed, 
Tliough but a famulus of the master^wizardy 
The horrible old Moses of Mayencei 
He had flung such pouches in the Bhine, the 

Elbe, 
Tlie Oder, Danube •— in a hundred brookSf 
Until the wholosomo air reeked pestilence; 
'Twas an oil long, flUod with a dryi fine dust 
Of rusty black and red, deftly eompounded 
Of powdered flesh of basilisks, spiderSi frogi| 
And lizards, baked with sacramental dough 
In Christian blood. 

LAITDORATB. 

Such goblin-tales may curdle 
The Terns of priest-rid women, foolsy and ehil* 

* dren. 
They are not for the ears of sober men* 



SCILNKTZEN. 

Pardon me, Sire. I am a simple soldier. 
My God, my conscience, and my suzeraiuy 
These are my guides— •blindfold I follow them. 
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If jonr kaen rojal wit pi«rM Um grots irtb 
Of coamicm lopenlitioo — be not wroth 
Al yoor poor tmhJ's lojal igiMNraiioo. 
Roaieiiiber» too, Sttnkiiid roUins'jonr bondf. 
Tho oU fox win not proto 70a ; ho wodd Uood 
Agalntt tho iiatiTO intttnet of tho Jow, 
Bathor his last gold doit and so possess 
Tour ease of mindi nagi ehafe, and tej with itf 
Abide Ms natnral death, and other Jewe 
Less deriUsli-cimiiing, franUier Hebrew^^fieedf 
Will daim redemptioii of jrovr pledge. 



IJOrDORATB. 



That SUssUnd holds mj bonds ? 



How know jov 



ecmnsTZEN. 

Yoo think the Jews 
Keep each things secret ? Not a Jew bat knows 
Toor debt exact — the sum and date of int er e st» 
And that jon risit SUaskindy not for loroy 
Bat for liis shekels. 

LAKDORATX. 

Well, the Jews shall die. 
This is the will of Gk>d. AVhom shall I send 
To bear my message to the council ? 

SCHXITZSir. 



Am 
Sees 



at jour liest To-morrow mom 
in Nordhansen. 
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LANDORATK. 

Come two boon heiioe. 
I will delirer joo the letter tignecL 
Make readjr for jroar ride. 



SCnNETZEN {tines Fua>XBicnL*t kamd). 

Farewelly mj niMter. 
(Aside.) Ahf Tengeance eometh Ute, Sttaakind Ton 

Orb, 
But jet it comes I My wife was bmmed throngfa 

thee, 
Thoa and thj childreD are consmned bj me I 

[KtiL 



SCENE n. 

A Room in the Wartlmrg Monasterp* Pbuiciss ILu 
THiiiOis and Pjuob PsprxBOoair. 

PRIOR. 

Be comforted, mj daughter. Your lord's wis- 
dom 
Groes hand in hand with his known pie^ 
Thus dealing with your son. To lore a Jewess 
Is flat contempt of Hearen — to ask in mar- 
riage, 
Sheer spiritual suicide. Let be ; 
Justice must take its course* 
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Joftiee Is nmfdiied I 
Oh slander not her eorpse. For nqr ion's iwdli 
A thoassnd innoeenis Me doomed. Istfiel 
God's jostiee? 

raiOB* 

Tee» our liege is hot his senrent 
Did not He purge with fieij heal those twain 
Blotches of festering sb, Gomorrah^ Sodom? 
The Jews are nerer innoeenty — when Chiisl 
Agonised on the Cross, they cried—** His blood 
Be on onr children's heads and oors ! ^ I mark 
A dangerous growing cril of tlicsc days. 
Pity, misnamed— say, criminal indulgence 
Of rc|)robates brow-branded by tlie Lord. 
Sliall we excel the Christ in charity ? 
Becaose his law b lore, we tutor him 
In mercy and reward hb murderers ? 
Justice is blind and rirtue is austere. 
If the true passion brimmed onr yearning hearts 
The rision of the agony would loom 
Fixed Tiridly between the day and us : — 
Nailed on the gaunt bUck Cross the dinne fomiy 
Wax-white and dripping blood from anUeSy 

wrists, 
The sacred ichor that redeems the world. 
And crowded in strange shadow of edipee, , 
Eeriling Jews, wagging their heads aeevsedf 



j« ^ . ^- u 
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Spattering blasphemy — ^who then woaU thrink 
From holy rengeance? who would offer leM 
Heroic wrath and filial zeal to God 
Than to a murdered father ? 



Will die with her he loTes. 



Bat my ion 



PRIOR. 

Better to periah 
In time than in eternity. No qaestion 
Fends here of individual life ; oar sight 
Mast broaden to embrace the scope sablime 
Of this tmns-eartlily theme. The Jew sarriTes 
Sword, plagae, fire, cataclysm — and mosty sineo 

Clirist 
Cursed him to lire till dooinsday, still to be 
jA scarecrow to the nations.j None the less 
Are we beholden in Christ's name at whilesi 
When maggot-wise Jews breed, infest, infeet 
Communities of Christians, to wash clean 
The Church's restore, shaking off the filth 
That gathers round her skirts. A periloas 

germ I 
Know you not, all the wells, the rery air 
The Jews have poisoned?-— Through their arte 

alone 
The Black Death seoorges Christendom. 
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Iknow 
An IwiiMNisiieM impaled by Uietr foes. 
Father, miftake me not : I urge no plea 
^ To ihield thb hett-epawn, loathed bgr all who bfo 
: The lamb and Urn the Croes. I had not goewed 
Soeh obeenre erealnree erawled npon wj path* ' 
Had not my eon— I know not how mUed — 
Deigaed to ennoble with his great regardy 
A sparkle midst the dost motes. She k saered* 
What is her tribe to me ? Her kith and Un 
May rot or roast — the Jews of Nordhi|nsen 
May hang, drown, perish like the Jews of 

Franee, 
Bat she shaU lire — Liebhaid yon Oib» the 

Jewessi 
The Princoi mj son, eleets to lore. 



PBIOR. 

Amen I 
Washed in baptismal waters she shaU be 
Led like the clean-fleeced yeanling to the foUL 
Trnst me, my daaghter— for throa^^ me the 

Church 
Which is the truth, which is the life, doth speak. 
Tet first 't were bent ensay to eare the Prince 
Of his moon-foKtored madness, bredf no doobti 
By baneful potions which these canning kaatee 
Are skilled to mix. 
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PRINCESS. 

Gro visit him, dear fiUheri 
Where in the high toirer mewed, a wing-elipped 

eagle. 
His spirit breaks in cage. Yon are his mastery 
He is wont from childhood to hear wisdom fall 
From your instraeted lips. Tell him his mother 
Rises not from her knees, till he is freed* ^ 

FRIOR. 

Madam, I go. Oar holy Church has healed 
For deadlier hoart-wounds tlian a lore-siok boj's* 
Be of good cheer, tlie Prince shall lire to Uest 
The father's rigor who kept pure of Uot 
A 'scutcheon more onsollied than the son* 

PRINCESS* 

Thanks and farewelL 

PRIOR. 

FarewelL God send thee peace I [Sxtrnd. 
SCENE m. 

A mean tgKartmtnt in one of the Towen ofUm Landgrave* i 
Palace. Faatcm Wiluax di$eov€nd Mofacf of tk$ 
window. 

PRINCE WILLUM. 

' The slow sun sets ; with lingering, large embraoe 
( He folds the enchanted hill \ then like a god 




110 TOE DANCK TO DEATH. 

Siricica into lionvon lichind Uie purple peak. 
0)i UcnuUriit I In Oio clonr, rnyloM tCir, 
I Bco llio cliciiiicrod valo ninpjicd fur Uoloir, 
The aky-pavod drcama, the velvet poaturo-alopoih 1 
The grim, gray cloiiUtr nlioio deep vonjicr bell 
Vlcnda nt Uiia lioiglit wiUi tinkling, liuniebouBd ' 
licnli I 

I ace — but oli, how far 1 ^ the Iilcaaed town 
Wlicra Licbbaid dwella. OU lliftt I wore jron eUr 
Tluxt pricke tite Weat'a unbrolcei) foil of gold, 
Dri(;lit 08 an eye, only to givu> o» her 1 

How keen it ipArklca o'pr the Vonuaburg 1 
VThcn brown niglit fnlU mid roiaia begin to Ut«i 
Tlien will tlie pi inn torn huiiting-lraitt emerge, 
Hounda atruining, blnek tiro - cyobolled, brcatl^ 

Ima aiocda, 
Spurred by wild huntamcn, ind anhollowad 

nymplu, 
And ftt their head the foam-begotten witch, 
Of aonl-destroying beuity- Sointa of heaven I 
Prercrre mine eyea from such onholy aight I 
How all unlike the base deaire which leodi 
Misgaide<t men l« that infernal cave, 
Is tlie pure poaaion that exalts my loal 
Like a religion 1 Yet Chriat pardon ms, 

II thia be ain to thee I 

{Uf takn 111 ImU, and bigiiu la n*f. Enter widi a 
lamp SinearJ e/ fAa Catdt./cUvetd by Paioa 
PErraacooji. Bummrd l*gt rfami tim lamp atd 

Good even, father I 



J 
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PRIOR. 

Bonodicite I 
Oar bird mnkos morry his dull bars with MMigi 
Tot would not ponitcniiul psAlms aeoord 
More fitly with your sin than minstrdi' hji f 

PRINGK WILLIAM. 

I know no blot upon my lifo*8 fair record. 

PRIOR. 

What is it to wanton with a Christ-eursed 

Jewess, 
Defy thy father and pollute thy narooy 
And fling to the ordures tliine immortal soul ? 

PRINCB WILLIAM. 

Forbear ! tliy cowl 's a helmet, thy serge frock 
Invulnerable as brass —yet I am hunuuiy 
Thou, priest, art still a man. 

PRIOR. 

Pity him, HeaTcn I 
To what a pass their draughts hare brought the 

mildest, 
Noblest of princes I Softly, my son ; be ruled 
By me, thy spiritual friend and father. 
Thou host been drugged with sense-deranging 

potions. 
Thy blood set boiling and thy brain askew i 
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Whra iboM lUdL famM tobtiiky tlm diill 

awakt 
To Uats the Iritiid iriio gave tlqr mdnoM 

nUHOB WILUAlf* 

KAdaaitl Tea, m the mum world gooi» I am 

OUMm 

miAl eke to help the belple•l^ to nplifl 
The low, to adore the good, the beantifol, 
To lire, battle, loffer, die for troth, for lore I 
But that it wide of the qoettioii. Let me hear 
What 700 are eharged to inpart-— nqr'ither'i 
wiU. 

niiOR. 

Heart^left bgr his dear offspring's shame, he 

prays 
Tour reason be restored, year wayward sense 
Renew its due allegtanoe. For his son 
He, the good parent, weeps ■— hot drops of 

gaU, 
Wrong from a spirit seldom eased by tears* 
Bat for his honor pricked, the ^Laadgrare 

Here jost and general TongeaaeOi 

FRIJfCB WILLIAM. 

In the name of God, 
What has he done to Aerf 
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mioB. 

Naoglii, naughty — as ]r«t 
Swoet Prince, be ealm \ joa leap like flax !• 

flame. 
Yon nctt witliin your heart a cockatrice, 
Flock it from oat jroar boeom and b re ath e pm 
Of the filtJi/ egg. The Landgrare broeks ■• 

more 
The abomination that infecU hie town. 
The Jews of Nordhaoten are doomed* 

PRUfCX WILLIAM. 

Aheki 

Who and how manj of tliat harmlete trtboi 
llioee mcok and pious men, have been elected 
To glut with innocent blood the oppreeeer^a 
wrath? 

PIUOR. 

Who thould go free where equal guilt ii 
Frederick is just — they peritli all at 
Generous moreorer — for in their mode of death 
He grants them choice. 

rmUfCB WILLIAM. 

^^•^F a^w^w^^ a aa^^Hs a^w^^p i^s^^^^p 

Tlie liuinan tonibUiice whuii I saw lum 
Nor eaii he !»• divorced in tliie short space 
Prom his shrewd wit. How shall he 
vision 
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For Um Ttiii widowod, orphMid hotl Ait doid 
Bofdiiii the 0Mi wHhal ? 

nuoB. 

(NiomDMitl 
TUs Is Um effOWA of ioOj» topping alll 
ForgiTO mo, FrineOf when I gain btooth lo 

poinl 
Tour oonie UandoTy joa will Uwgh with mo* 
FMioBoo — • 1 11 draw mj diin •• long •• jouo. 
Wd, *i WM my foolt — > ono thonld ho no* 

onrnto-— 
Jowi, ioid I ? when I moont Jowiy JowmmOi 
And Jewlingt I all betwixt the ago 
Of twentj-fonr hours, and of fire seoro yean. 
Of eitlier sex, of ererj known degreOf . 
All the contaminating rermin pnrgod 
With one clean, searching blast of iriiolesome 

fire. 

PBDCCB WILUAX. 

O Christ, disgraced, insnlted I Horrible man, 
Remembered be your laugfa in lowest hell, 
Dragging you to tlie nether pit! Forgire me i 
Ton are my friend — take me from here— nn- 

bolt 
Those iron doors-— 1 11 crawl npon my kneee 
Unto my father-— I hare much to teU him. 
For but the freedom of one honr, sweet Prior, 
111 brfan the Tseseb of the Chnreh with gold. 
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PBIOB. 

Boy! your bribes toueh noty nor your aunt 

shake 
The minister of Christ Tet I will bear 
Yoor message to the Landgrare. 



PBINCB WILLIAX. 

Whet joor tongne 
Keen as the archangel's blade of trath — yoar 

voice 
Be as God's thunder, and joor heart one bkie-— 
Thou can you s|)eak mj canse. With mOi it 

needs 
No plaasive gift; tlie smitten headi stopped 

Uiroati 
Blind eyes and silent suppliance of sorrow 
Persuade beyond all eloquence. Great God 1 
Here wliilo I rage and beat against my bariy 
Tlie infernal fagots may be stacked for bier, 
Tlie liell-spork kindled. Go to him, dear PrioTy 
Speak to him gently, be not too much movedi 
'Neath its rude caso you hod ever a soft heartp 
And ho is stirred by mildness moro than passioni 
Recall to him her round, doar, ardent eyesi 
The shower of sunshine tluit 's her hair, the sheen 
Of the cream -white flesh-— shall these thmgi 

sorre as fuel ? 
Tell him that when she heard onoe he was 

woundedf 
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AndliofrlMbbdaiidMigiiitlMd} aftUietife 
8ht w»pl for pHj. 

nuoB. 

If ber lo¥6 be triM 
dIm win adore her lortr't Gody emlnrMe 
The faith that narriet jtm in life and death. 
This pronite with the Laadgrare wodd prerail 
Here than all iobe and pleadingi. 

PBDTCB WILLUlf. 

Bare heri iave her I 
If any promitey tow, or oath ean lerre. 
Oh tmtting, tranqnil SUiakind, who e e top p ed 
Tonr ean forewarned, bandaged jroor Titioned 

cycn, 
To woo destruction I Stay I did he not speak 
Of amulet or talisman ? These horrors 
Have crowded out my wits. Yea, the gold 

» 

casket I 
What fixed serenity beamed from his brow. 
Laying the precious box within my hands I 

[lie brin^ifrom the iAc{r tk» tathi^ aW hamdi it to 
r Ac Prior. 

Deliver this unto the Prinoe my father. 
Nor lose one vital moment. What it holds, 
I guess not ~- but my light heart whispers me 
The jewel safety *s locked beneath iU lid. 

PBIOR. 

First I must foil such devil's trieks as lark 
la its gem-cmsted eabinet 
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PRINCE WILLIAM. 

Away I 
Deliveranee posts on your retonu I fed it. 
For your much comfort thanks. Good-night. 

PRIOR. 

Good-night 

[EmL 

ACT in. 

SCENE I. 

AetUinike Wartlmg Monatterjf. Enter Prior Psppm- 

OORM with the ecLtkei, 

PRIOR. 

So I Glittering shell where doubtless shines con* 

cealed 
An orient treasure fit to bribe a king, 
Ransom a prince and buy him for a son. 
I have baptized thee now before the altar^ 
Effaced the Jew's contaminating touch, 
And I am free to claim the Church's tithe 
From thy receptacle. 

[He i$ about to unlock the casket, when enterg Laif* 

Brothetf and he haetily conceale it 

LAT-BROTHER. 

Peace be thinoi father I 

PRIOR. 

Amen I and thine. What 's new ? 
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A rtnui^ FlagelUnl ' 
Tnii come to Wutburg cnm ft word willi | 



rsiOK. 
Bid him within. 

[Eiil Laj-BraihiT. TluoB plartt tlu raiiti I'a • ' 

Pulonco ! No boar of the d^ J 
Briagi &«edom to tits priest. 

Mttlrr Ltj-Brtdtir udtrritig in NonOMAmf, aarf Mtt. 
Drotlier, kHIuuII 
Bleiced be thou who comest in God'i nune I 

NORDMAXy. 

H»j the Lord gimnt thee thine own pnjrer four* 
fold I 

PRIOR. 

VHut ii thine erruid ? 



Look et me, mj bther. 
Long aince yon called me friend. 

J TV r>uo> looti at kim oUmftWf . wAiiff a* («• 



-/ 
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PRIOR. 

Almii^Godl 
The grave gires up her dead Thoa eanet aol 
be— 

NORDMANN. 

Nordmann of Nordmanntteiiiy the Knight of 
TrefTart 

PRIOR* 

He was beheaded yean agone. 

NORDMANK. 

Hie death 
Hod been decreed, but in hia stead a squire 
Clod in his garb and maskctl, paid bloody forfeiti 
A loyal wretch on whom tlie Prince wreaked Ten* 

geance, 
Rather than publish the true bird had flown. 

PRIOR. 

Does Frederick know thou art in Eisenaoh ? 

NORDBCAKN. 

Who would divine the Knight of Nordmannstein 
In the Flagellants' weeds ? From land to landy 
From town to town, we cry, '* Death to the 

Jews I 
Hepl hepl HterotolymaettperdUa/** 
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Thej die like rats ; in Gotha they are bonied \ 
Two of the deril brutes in CSiatelard, 
Child-murderers, wizards, breeders of the Plague, 
Had the truth sqneexed from them with serewi 

and racks, 
All with explicit date, place, eireumstaneei 
And written as it fell from dying lips 
By scrireners of the law. On their eonfession 
The Jews of Savoy were destroyed. To-morrow 

noon 
The holy flames shaU danee in Nordhaosen. 

PRIOB. 

Your teal bespeaks you fair. In your deep eyes 
A mystic fcrror shines ; yet your scarred flesh 
And shrunken limbs denote exhausted nature, 
Collapsing under discipline. 

KOBDMANlf . 

Speak not 
Of the degrading body and its pangs* 
I am all teal, all energy, all spirit. 
Jesus was wroth at me, at all the world, 
For our indulgence of the flesh, our base 
Compounding with his enemies the Jews. 
But at Madonna Mary's intercession, 
He charged an angel with this gracious wordf 
'* Whoso will scourge himself for forty days. 
And labor towards the clean extermination 
Of earth's corrupting vermin, shall be sared.'' 



4- 
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Oh, what vast peace this message broa^t 1117 

soul! 
I have learned to love the ecsta87 of pain. 
When the sweat stands npon my flesh, the blood 
Tlirobs in my bursting veins, my twisted muscles 
Are cramped with agony, I seem to crawl 
Anigh hb feet who suffered on the Cross. 

PRIOR. 

all transforming Time I Can this be he, 
Tlie iron warrior of a decade since, 
Tlio gallant youth of earlier years, whose pranks 
-And reckless buoyancy of temper flashed 
Clear sunshine through my gloom ? 

K0RDMA2IK. 

I am unehanged 
(Save tliat the spirit of grace has fallen on me). 
Urged by one motive through these banished 

years. 
Fed by one hope, awake to realise 
One living dream — my long delayed revenge. 
You saw tlie day when Henry Schnetsen's castle 
Was razed widi fire ? 

PRIOR. 

I saw it. 

K0RDMA2IK. 

Schnetxen*s wife, 
Three days a mother, perished. 
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FRIOO. 

AndhisehildF 



EDi child WH HTed. 



PRIOB. 

Bjr whom? 



MORDHAXIt. 

By Uio lame Jew ' 



Wlw hid betntjr«d the Cut)*. 

PRlOB. 

SOMkiiklTmiOrbr 

HORDIIAKN. 

SllMkind von Orb I and Scbnetien'i dui|^t«r 

llTM 

A* the Jcir'i child within the Judsngane. 

PBIOR {ragtiif). 
What proof haat thou of thii? 

KORDXAKN. 

Proof of thcM ajTM I 
I Tiiited Ton Orb to aak a loan. 
There uw I sach a maiden ai no Jew 
Wu OTir blsMed withal nnea Jean* died> 



/ 
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White as a dove, with hair like golden flo88« 
Eyes like an Alpine lake. Tlie hanglity line 
Of brow imporialy high bridged nose^ fine ehiOf 
Seemed like the sliadow cast upon the wally 
Whore Lady Schnetten stood* 

FBIOB. 

Why hast thoa ne'er 
Discorered her to Schnetxen ? 

NORDMANK. 

He was my friend* 
I shared with him thirst, hanger, sword, and fire* 
But he became a courtier. When the Margrave 
Sent me his second challenge to the field. 
His messenger was Schnetzen! liongst his 

knights, 
The apple of liis eye was Henry Schnetxen* 
Ho was the hound that hunted me to death. 
He stood by Frederick's side when I was led, 
Bound, to tlie presence. I denounced him 

coward, 
He smote me on the cheek. Christ I it stings 

yet 
He hissed — <' My liege, let Henry Nordmann 

liangi 
He is no knight, for he receives a blow. 
Nor dare avenge it I " My gyved wrists moved 

not, 
No nerve twitched m my faeoi although I felt 
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FUma leap there from mjr heart, then fl/ing 

Lears it coltl-bathed with deathly oote — mj 

•oul 
In ulence took her raprcme tow of hate. 



Pniie be to God thot tlion host come to-dnj. 
To-morroiT were too late. Hoat thon not lieaid | 
Frederick tend* Sclinctzcn unto NonlhaoBon, 
With fire and torture for llie Jow> 7 



Sol Ilenr}- SchnotteB 
Shall be llio Jew»" dcBtroyor ? Ah 1 

raioR. 

One moment. 
Mayhap this box which SUnkind tends tbe 

Prince 
Reveali more wonders. 

[//( bri»gifvrilt fht Catkttfnm ilu CaVnd, vpni 
it, ami ditrecrrt a goldtn mu atd a partkmtM 
wKitA Af Imitilf nvrittU. 

Hark I yonr word 'i confirmed 
BIcMcd 1>e Chriit, our Lord 1 (mJi). 

" I SUsfikind ron Orb of Nordhnufcn, swear 
by tlie nnuttorable Name, tliat on tlio day when 
the Cude of Solia was bnroed, I rMcnod th« 
infant daughter of Henry Sehnetien from the 
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flames. I purposed restoring her to her father, 
but when I returned to Nordhaosen, I found my 
own child lying on her bier, and my wife in 
fevered frenzy calling for her babe* I sought 
tlie leech, who counselled me to show the Chrit- 
tian child to tlie bereaved mother as her own. 
The pious trick prevailed ; tlio fever broke, tlie 
mother was restored. But never would she part 
with the child, even when she had learned to 
whom it belonged, and until she was gathered 
with the dead — may peace be widi her soul ! — 
she fostered in our Jewish home tlio offspring of 
the Gentile knight Tlien again would I hava 
yielded the girl to her parent, but Schnetxen wat 
my foe, and I feared the hauglity baron would 
disown the daughter who came from the handi 
of the Jew. Now however tlio maiden's tempo- 
ral happiness demands that she be acknowledged 
by her rightful father. Let him see what I have 
written. As a token, behold this golden crois, 
bound by the Lady Schnetzen round the infiait*i 
neck. May the God of Abraham, Isaaoy and 
Jacob redeem and bless me as I have writ the 
truth." 

PRIOR. 

I tliank the Saints that this has come betimes. 
Thou slialt renounce thy bate. Vengeanot it 

mine. 
The Lord hath said. 
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KORDlLUnf. 

O mll-tninBfornibg Tvat I 
II this meek, saintly- Iiypoc rite, tite fimit 
Ambilious, resolute ItciDtinrd Pcpporconii 
Terror of Jcwg and beacon of Uio Cliureh ? 
Look, you. I have won tli« tpecwl p«ea of 

Cbmt, 
He knows throQgh wbat fierce uignith ! Now h* 

Out of liii liearttn to whisper in mine our, 

And reach mo m; revenge, lie tiukea mjr 

His own — and I Bliall fail apon these Heightf, 
Sink from tlic level of a hate sublime, 
Td poen'le pitj I 

PRIOR. 
Be admed. You bold 
Tour enemy's litring heart within your hands. 
This secret is far costlier tlinn you dreamed, 
For Frnlerick's son woo«s SchneUen'i daughter. 

Sec, 
A hundred delicate spiingt your wit may mo*e, 
Vour pujipeta are the Landgrave and the FrincOi 
Tlie Governor of Salza and the Jews. 
You may recover station, wealth, and honor, 
Selling your secret shrewdly ; while rash greed 
Of clumsy vengeance may but drag yon down 
In the wild whiri of univoml nun. 
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K0RDMA2IK. 

Christ teach ma whom to tnistl I would not 

spill 
One drop from out this brimming i^orioot enp 
For which my parched heart panta. I will eon* 

aider. 

PRIOIU 

Pardon me now, if I break off our talk. 
Let all rest as it stands until the dawn. 
I have many orisons before the light 

KORDMANN. 

Good-night, true friend. Devote a prayer to me. 
(ilfiWe.) I will outwit you, serpent, though you 
glide 

Athwart the dark, noiseless and swift as fiite. 

[Exit 

SCENE IL 

On the road to Nordhauien. MootdU^ rockg /amffec^M. 
On the right between At^, irAito cUffh a narrow ffrcam 
tpatwed bg a wooden bridge. Thick buiha and troa. 

Enter Pani CB William and Paob. 



FRINCE WILLIAM. 

Is this the place where we shall find fresh 

steeds? 
Would I had not dismounted I 
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Nay, sir \ bpyond 
Tho Wcrra briilgo the lionet wait for as. 
Thete rotten pliinlu would nerer bear their 
weighL 

PBiKCE WtLLUU. 

When I am LandgraTe tlioee thing! iball b« 

careil for. 
This in ftn ugly Bpot for trdTcllcra 
To loiter in. lion swift the waler mns, | 

Dranling nbove our voice*. i[uinui criea 
Would neTpr reach Lil>oriu»' convent yonder, 
Perclicd on the iliccr, chalk cliff. I think of 

From my cxccu of joy. My Bpint chafes, 

She that would breast hraad-wingcd the air, 

RiUKt halt 
On etumbling mortal limb*. Look, tluther, \>aj. 
How the block ahodows of the tre«-bolea stripe 
Tlie moon-blanched bridge and meadow. 



Sir, what's that? 
Yon stir and glitter in the bosh ? 

rBDtcc wnxiAM. 

Tbemoon, 
Pricking the dewdrope, phtyi fantutie triekt 



I 
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With objects most familiar. Look again. 

And where thou sawst the steel-Uoe flieker glioty 

Then findst a black, wet leaf. 

PAOR. 

No, no I GodI 

Yoor sword, sir ! Treason ! 

[Four armed masked men leap from onl ike tetA, mim, 
bind^ and overmaster ^ after a hrirf 6m( viofral r»> 
fiffanoa, ike Prince and his seromtU* 

PRINCE WILLIAM. 

Who are ye, villains ? lying 
In murderous ambush for the Prince of Meissen t 
If you be knights, speak honorably your names, 
And I will combat you in knightly wise. 
If ye be robbers, name forthwith your ransom. 
Lot me but speed u|)on my journey now. 
By Christ's blood I I beseech yon, let ma go I 
Ho I treason I murder ! help I 

[He is dragged, q/f struggling, Egemd owum, 

SCENE m. 

Nordkausen, A roam in StfssKiin>*s keasi, TjMAm 

andCLAiBM. 

LIEBHAUK 

Say on, poor girl, if but to speak these hor* 

rors 
RoTive not too intense a pang. 
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Not 

For an mj wom aeem here to merge their flood 
Into a eee of inflnite repoee. 
Throagh Fraaee our joumejr led, u I ha?e toldf 
From deiolatfcm mto deeobtion* 
Naught etayed ngr father'e eovee — ewordf 

atonn, flame, phgnoy 
FiThanttMin of the eighty year old frame* 
O'ertaxed hejood endaranee. OneOy oaee only. 
His divine foree ioeeombed. Twas al da/e 

eloee, 
And ail the air was one di s co u r a gement 
Of April tnow-flakes. I was drenched, eoUi sickf 
With weariness and hanger light of head, 
And on the open road, suddenly tamed 
The whole world like the spinning flakes of snow. 
My namb hand slif^Md from hisy and all was 

Uank. 
Hb beard, his breath open my brow, his tears 
Scalding my cheek hogged close against his 

breast, 
And in my ear deep groans awoke me. ** God I ** 
I heard him cry, ^ try me not past my strength. 
No prophet I, a Uind, old dying man 1 ^ 
Gently I drew his laee to mine, and kissed, 
Whispering coarage — then his spirit broke 
Utterly ; shattered were his wits, I feared* 
But past is past i he is at peace, and I 
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Find shelter from the tempest Tell me fmlher 
Of yonr serene lif^ 

UEBHAID. 

Happiness is rnnto* 
What record speaks of placid, golden daySf 
Matched each with eodi as twins? Till yester 

eve 
My life was simple as a song. At whiles 
Dork tales have reached ns of our peopWs 

wrongSy 
Strange, far-off angaish, furrowing with fresh 

core 
"hly fatlicr's brow, draping our home with gloom. 
We were still blessed ; the LandgraTO is his 

friend — 
The Prince — my Prince — dear Claire, ask me 

no more ! 
My adored enemy, my angel-fiend. 
Splitting my heart against my heart I Godf 
How shoU I pray for strength to lore him less 
Than mine own soul ? 

CLAIBE. 

What mean these eontnzy words? 
These passionate tears ? 

UEBHAID* 

Brare girl, who art farored 
To difficult privation and rude pain, 
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What good ahnll romo fonwrnring kith Uid God| 
To fptlow tlio aUaromcnta of tho heart? 



Duty wean ono face, hut n thousand maaka. 

Tlif feet dho Ipnils to glittering; pcaba, whilo miM ' 

Sho gnutes miiUt braiiililcd roadn-ayi. Not thtt 

flrat 
Art thou of Inrncl'a women, choien of Godi 
To rule o'er rulera. I rcmcmhcr me 
A verio my father often would repeat 
Out of our wirred Talmud : " Evciy time 
The sun, moon, tUirs begin again tlicir eonrM, 
Tliey lietitate, trembling and filled with ihame, 
Blush at (he bloiphemoua wonhip offered them. 
And each tame Ood'i voiee thnnderar crjriiig oat, 
On with jroor iaXj I " 

filter RirBBK. 

KEtHBEir. 

Slater, we mt lo«t I 
Tho atreeta are thronged will) pante^trieken folk. 
'Wild rumora fill Uio air. Two of onr tribe, 
Young Klordecai, oa I hear, and old Doraeh, 
Seized by the mob, wore dragged tow»rda £iw> 

Cruelly uacd, loft to bleed oat their lirei, 
In the wayaide diteh et oighb Hiie mom, b*- 
tiraeoi 
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Tho iron-hcartod Governor of SiiIm 
Rides {urious into Nordluuuen ; his hone» 
Spurred past endarance, drope before the gmio. 
llie Coancil has been called to hear him read 
The Landgrave's message, — all men say, 'ib 

death 
Unto our race* 

LIBBIIAID. 

Whore is our father, Beabea F 

REUBEN. 

With Rabbi Jacob. Throngh the streets thejr 

walk. 
Striving to quell the terror. Ah, too late I 
Had he but heeded the prophetic voice. 
This warning angel led to us in vain I 

LIEBHAID. 

Brother, be calm. Man your young heart to front 
Whatever ills the Lord afflicts us with. 
What does Prince William ? Hastes he not to 
aid? 

BXUSSNt 

None know his whereabouts. Some say he's 

held 
Imprisoned by the Landgrave. Others tell 
While he was posting with deliverance 
To Nordhauson, in bloody Schnotxen's wak% 
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lie wu fct upon by ralBuu ^ IridnApiNKi — 

killed. 
Wbtt do I know— hid till our rain *> wrooglit. 
[LisonAiD tiMMu. 

Iti»hi fooliili boy. Soa liow your rudo wordi 

Iiurt 
Look upr iweol girl i take comfort. 



Fluck up h«krt : 
Dear liitw, pudon mo ; ho tivo*, lio Vert* I 

xjehilud. 
God liclp ne I SlutU my lioftrt cntck for lova'i 

Tlint meekly bears my people'* martyrdom 1 
He lircB — I feci it — to liro or dio with me. 
I love liim u my lout —no more of tliat* 
I am all larael't now — till thia eloud paw, 
I have no thought, no panion, bo detir*, 
SaTO for my people. 

EMa SVhkiiip. 

Dleaaoft art thoo, my ehUd I 
Hiia i> the darkeit hoar before the dawn. 
Then art the moniui^t«r of laiMl 



/ 
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How door thoa art to mo — hoaii of mj hoarti 
Klinoi mino, all mine to-daj ! tlie piotu thoiq^ 
Tho oriont spirit mino, tlie Jowidi looL 
Tlie glowing Yoins tliot snckod lifo-nonriiliment 
From Ilobrow motlior*t milk* Look at mOf LMh 

haidy 
Toll me you love mo. Pity me, my God I 
No fiercer pong than thia did Jophthah know* 

LIKDUAID. 

Father, what wild and wandering worde ovo 

those? 

Is all hope loot ? 

eihssKiiTD. 

Nay, God is good to Hit 
I am so well assured the town is safe, 
, Tliat I eon weep my private loss — of thee* 
An ngly dream I had, quits not my tensOf 
That you, made IVinccss of Thuringia, 
ForHook your father, and forsworo yonr roeo. 
Forgive mc, Liebliaid, I am calm again. 
We must be brave — I who besought my tribo 
To bide their fate in Nordhausen, and yon 
Whom God elects for a peculiar lot 
With many have I talked; some croacbed ol 

homo, 
Some wringing hands about the publie ways* 
I gave all comfort. I am very weary. 
My children, we had best go in and prayi 
Sclace and safety dwell but in the Lord. 

[JBsfiiiil. 
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SCENE I 

Tit Cilf Halt at XorithiHittn. Drpulltt and Burghert a*. 
tmbiiitg. To Uu right, al a labli ntar ikt Pttiidrnl't 
diair, ii tatrd Ih Publie Serivmr. Eattr DllTMCK 

VOH TMrTKHMKK, a»d BaKBT Scammn wilk mm 



BCItNTCZRK. 

Didat henr the fvllow'i wonli wlio handod itt 
I naked from wliotn it cnmc, lie (poko by roto, 
•• The pepper bit*», tlio corn ii rii« lor hnrvest. 
I come from Eiscnacli." 'T u some todioiu jeiL 

TKTTKttnojm, 
DoitbtloH yarn abrowd friend Prior Fepporcora 
Kliuhi here lome warning. Aik the urivener 
To help na to ita contenta. 

BOHKETZXN ('« lit c'cnl). 

Bead DM thoM. 

BCBIVEKBB (rwdt). 

" Beirare, Lord Henry Sehnetieii, of SUtf 
kind'i lying tongue I He will tltruat a coekoo'a 
egg into your neot. 

[Signed] Om Wao Know*." 



I 
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BCIINKTZKN. 

A cuckoo*t egg! that riddle puzxlee me i 

But this I know. SclineUen is no man's dape^ 

Much less a Jew*s« 

[SoRinrrzBN and yok TBTTBWBOur tah$ Umr $mU 
* iide bjf tide, 

TETTENBORN. 

KnightSi counsellors and burghers I 

Sir Henry Schnotcon, Govemor of Salsa» 

Comes on grave mission from His Highnesi 

Frederick, 
Margrave of Meissen, Landgrave of Thurtngifti 
Our town's imperial Patron and Protector. 

SCIINKTZRN. 

Gentles, I greet jrou in the Ldindgrave*s ifhmOf 
The honored bearer of his princely script, 
Sealed with his signet Read, good Master 
Clerk. 

[lie hande a parekmeni to the Saioemr^ who readM 
aloud: 

Lord President and Deputies of the town of 
NordhausenI Know diat we, Frederick, Mar- 
grave of Meissen, and Landgrave of Tliuringia, 
command to be burned all tlie Jews within our 
territories as far as our lands extend, on aecount 
of die great crime dioy liavo committed against 
Christendom in throwing poison into the well% of 
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tlio truth of wliicli inilictnicnt we hnTe abeolato 
knowlcil(;o. llicrcfore wo mlinonUli you to lukve 
tltc Jem killed in honor of Godi u> tliat Chri*- 
Uniiom l>« not enfeebled by tlicm. Wlintever 
rciiponsibUity yoo incur, wo will uKumo wiUi our 
Lord tlio Kiiii>cror, itnd wiili all other lonla. 
Know alio that wo Hcnd U> you llonry Sclinolxon, 
«ur Governor of Solui, who shall jiublicly accu>» 
your Jcwi of tlio above-incntioned crime. Ther9> 
(ore we bescoch yoii to help him to do juitiM 
upon then), and we will aingutarly reward yonr 
Sood will. 

Given M Kisonoch, the Thursday «fter St 
Walinirgit. under our ierrct scol.* 



A COUNSr-LLOR fDTKTItKH VOIf WXBTttBS). 

Fit Rilcnce welcomes this unheard-of wrang I 
So ! Ye are men — frco, ujirifrht, honest meo, 
Not hired awiivuins 7 I half doubted it, 
Seeing yon lend tlicu infamous words your Mn. 

BClINrrzKK. 
Consider, gentlemen of Nonlhauson, 
Kre yo givo heed to tlie rash partiMUi. 
Yo croM tlio LondgraTe ^ well ? ho crones yoo. 
It may be I si mil rido to Nordliausen, 
Not with a harmless script, but willt a sword) 
And so denounce tho town for perjured vow. 
\Vhat was tlio Strosbarg citiiens' reward 
■ This li on oBtbsall* 4«euMNk 
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Wlio championed thcso lost wretches, in the face 
Of King ond Kaiser — three against the worid^ 
Conrad von Wintorthnr Uie Burgomastery 
Deputy Gosse Sturmi and Peter Schwarber, 
Master Mechanic ? Tliese leagued fools essayed 
To stand between the people's sacred wrath. 
And its doomed object Well, tlie Jews, no losii 
Were rooted from the city neck and crop, 
And their tliree friends degraded frmn th«ir 

rank 
I' the city council, glad to save their skins. 
The Jews are foes to God. Our Holy Father 
Thunders his ban from Rome against all sueh 
As aid Uie poisoners. Your oath to God, 
And to the Prince enjoins — Deatli to the Jews. 

A nuROiiER (reinhard rolafp). 

Wliy all this rain debate? Tlie Landgrare's 

brief 
Afllrms Uie Jews fling poison in tlie wells. 
Shall we stand by and leave them unmolested, 
Till they have made our town a wilderness ? 
I say. Death to the Jews I 

A BURomcR (hxtoo scnuLTz). 

My lord and brethreoi 
I have scant gift of speech, ye are all my dden. 
Tet hear mo for truth's sake, and liberty's. 
The Landgrave of Thuringia is our patron. 
True — and our town's imperial Governor, 
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Hut are wo not free burghen ? Shnll we not 
Debate and act in frccilom ? If Lord ScUnctKcn 
TTill force our council with t!io sword — cnongh 1 
^0 are not friglitcncti schoulltoj'B crouched be- 

Tho maiitcr'ii iwl, but men who bear tlio sword 
: At bravo ai he. Ity this grim mcMenger. 
Send back tins devilish miuiro. Say to Fred- 

Nordlianscn never was enfeoffed to him. 
Prithep, Lord President, bid Henry Schnetten 
Wilhdmw awhile, that we may all take eoansel, 
According lo the honr't necessity, 
As free men, whom nor fear nor faror s' 



TETTEXnOBN. 

Bolil youth, you err. True, Nordhaiiscn is free. 
And God he witncM, we for fear or favor, 
Would never «hcd the blood of innocence. 
But here the Prince enndcmns Ifao Jews to death 
For capital crime. Wlio sees a snake mtut kill, 
Ere it spit fatal Tcoom. I, too, say 
Death to the Jews I 



Death to tlie Jews I Qod wHb U I 



TIOTKXnORy, 



Give me yonr voices in the nni. 
{The votu art taken.) 
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For mercy, all the rest for death. {To an JjMhtr*) 

Go thou 
To the Jews' quarter ; bid SUsskind Yon Orb, 
And Rabbi Jacob hither to tho Senate, 

To hear the Landgrave's and the town's decree. 

[ExU UiUr. 
{To Schnetzen.) What learn jroa of this erii 
through tlie State ? 

SCIINETZEN. 

It swells to monstrous bulk. In many townif 
Folk build high ramparts round the wells and 

springs. 
In somo tlicy shun the treacheroos sparkling 

brooks, 
To drink dull rnin-Watcr, or melted snow. 
In mountain districts. Frederick has been p** 

tient, 
And too long dement, duped by fleece-cloaked 

wolves. 
But now his subjects' clamor rouses him 
To front the general peril. As I hear, 
A fiendish and far-reaching plot involves 
All Christian thrones and peoples. These vile 

vermin, 
Burrowing undcmcatli society. 
Have leagued with Moors in Spain, with heretics 
Too plentiful — Christ knows I in every land, 
And planned a subterraneous, sinnous scheme, 
To overthrow all Christendom. But see, 
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Wherewith audaeioua brows, and stewltutinii 
They enter, bold u innocence. Now li(t«n, 
Per we thoU hear brave foUehooda. 

BhIkt SSBnuHD TON Ona and Eabbi Jacob. 



Rnbbi Jacob, 
And tJton, Slitskind von Orb, bow down, and 

learn 
The Cuuncil'i [JcMure. Yon ibe Icttst des]>!s««l 
l)y truD believers, aiid moat rcvorcncod 
Iljr yw\r own tribe, wo Rraco witli our free leave 
To rtitcr. ycft, to lift your voices bt'ro, 
Amitt dteae wiae and livnorable mDn, 
If jre find aught to plead, that mi^gatet 
The just MTeritf of your doom. Our priiwe, 
Frederick tht Gnve, Patron of Nordhaumi, 
Ordaiu that all the Jetn within his land*, 
For the fool crime of poiwning the walk, 
Bringing the BUek Death upon ChrUtaadoo, 
Shall be oaaaamed with flama. 

BABBl JACOB {ipnt>ti9§ farwmri md da^af ii$ 

I'thanaiMofGod, 
Your Ood and van, bare inenj I 



^' Nobl* lord% 

BurgUn, and aitiMiii of KoidhaoaaB, 
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WiM, honorable, jtisl, God-feftring moBv 
Sludl je condemn or crer je liare heArd ? 
Sure, one at least owns here the ekiee» Uad 

nan>e 
Of BrothGr — unto him I tarn. At leael 
Some sit among^ you who hare wed<letl wiTee» 
Bear the dear title and the precious cliarge 
Of IIiiiibAn<l — unto tlicso I ii|Hrak. Some hcr«i 
Aro crowncil, it may be, with the Mcrod 
Of Father «- unto tlicte I pray. All, all 
Are sons — all hare boon childrem, all 

known 
Tlio love of ])arcntj — unto tlicte I cry : 
llavo mercy on uji, wo arc innocent, 
M'lio nrc brother!*, himkiiHN, fatlicrt, iOCie at jvl 
I»ok you. we have dwelt ainon^; you roaaj yeai% 
I^«l ihrifly. ]>cnreftble, well-onlercd lirce. 
AVlio ran Atteiit, who prove we ever wr o o gKt 
Or ever <lid deviM tlie tmallciit harm. 
Far l^M thin fiendish crime apun»t the Slate F 
llather let thone ariM* who owe the Jews 
Some «leltt of unpaid kindnene, profuse alsM, 
The Hebrew leeeh'i aerrieeAble tkill. 
Who know otir patience under injury. 
And ye wcntUt tee, if all itood brarely forth. 
A motley ho4t, le<l by the Liand|niiTe*t sell, 
Ueeruitr<i from all ranks, and in the re«r, 
llie hundtlr«t, veriest wretrh in Nordhaasen- 
We know Uie BUrk Death ii a ■roorge ol Ood. 
Is not our flesh as ca{)abU of |iaia. 
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Our 1>1mm1 as quick cnrenomed u your own? 
Has tltc Dtistroj'ing AngrI pasacd the posts. 
Of Jewish doors — lo Tisit Clirislinn lioines ? 
Wo aU nre slaves of one ti-enicndotis Hour. 
Via drink tUe waters wliieh our enemies te.j 
We spoil with poison, — wo must Lreatlio, U yt, 
Tlio universal nir, — we di'oo)), faint, sicken, 
From tlio unme causes to the selfsame end. 
Ve Ate not stmngi^rs to me, tliough ye wnr 
Grim masks to-day — lords, hnighta txiA eiti* 

Few do I SCO whose Imnd has presMcd not rtAtM, 

In corilinl grcctinij. Dietrich Ton Tctlcnbom, 

If Kt my death my ««altli b« confiscatv 

Unto tho State, bethink yon, Ie>t *he |ffov« 

A harslier creditor than I liare been. 

8(out lleister Rolapp, may yon n«T0r ag^ 

Languish so nigh to deatli that Simon'i art 

Be needed to restor« yoar lusty limba. 

Good Hugo SehnlU — ah I be tliOM b1an«l teart 

Remembered unto yon in FaiadiM I 

Look there, my lords, one of yoor eaaucil weape, 

If you be men, why, then an angel siti 

On yonder bench. Yon have good eaoie to woep, 

Ton who are Christian, and disgraced in that 

Whereof you made yonr boast I have ao lean. 

A fiery wrath ha* Morched their Marce, s Toie* 

ShriUi through my brain ^ " Not upon na, on 

them 
FaU milartiDg wot, U thb tUnff be I " 
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8CHN1STZEK. 

My lords of Nordhaasen, shall ye be stanned 
With soimding words? Behold the serpenl'e 

skilly 
Sleek-shining, clear as sunlight ; yet his tooUi 
Holds deadly poison. Even as tho Jews 
Did nail the Lord of heaven on tho CrosSf 
So will they murder all his followersi 
When once they have the might. Bewaiey be- 
ware! 

SUSSKIND. 

So you are the accuser, my lord Schnetzen ? 
Now I confess, before you I am guilty. 
You are in all tliis presence, the one man 
Whom any Jew liath wronged — and I that Jew* 
Oh, my offence is grievous ; punish me 
With the utmost rigor of the law, for theft 
And violence, whom ye deemed an honest man* 
Bat leave my tribe unharmed 1 I yield my 

hands 
Unto your chains, my body to your firee ; 
Let one life serve for alL 

8CHKETZEN. 

You hear, my lords, 
How the prevaricating villain shrinks 
From the absolute truth, yet dares not front his 

Maker 
With the full damnable lie hot on his lips* 




146 TE£ DANCE TO DMATB. 

Not IlioQ aloii6» m7 prirate foeydialt diet 

Bui all thy nMt. Thee had mj tingaaaot 

roachodf 
Withoot appeal to Frinee er eiUieii. 
Silenee I mj heart is euinmed ae mj fareait 

RABBI JACOB. 

Bear with iis» gracious lords I M7 frieod b 



He is an honest man. Even I, as 't werSi 

Am stupefied by this sorprisbg news. 

Tety let me think — it seems it is not newy 

This b an aneiont» weUnremembered pain. 

What, brother, came not ono who prophesied 

Tills should betide exactly as it doth ? 

That was a shrewd old man! Your pardon* 

lords, 
I think yoQ know not just what yon woold do. 
Yoa say the Jews shall bom— shall bom yoa 

say; 
Why, good my lords, tho Jews are not a flock 
Of gallows-birds, they are a colony 
Of kindly, Tirtnoos folk. Come home with me ; 
111 show yoa happy hearths, glad roob, pore 

lires. 
Why, some of them are little quick-eyed bq]rs, 
Some, pretty, ongrown maidens — - children's 

children 
Of those who called me to the pastorate. 
And some are beaotif ul tall girb, some, youths 
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Of manrelloiif promiae, toma are old and tiek, 
Amongit tliem ihcra be mothert, infanU* Wil«i» 
Just like your ClirittiAii peo|ilo, for all the wpiid» 
Know yo what burning U ? Ilatli one of yo« 
Scorched erer hit soft iletlu or Mngotl bit boMdf 
His luiir, hit eyebrowt — felt tlio kecih ficreo atp 
Of Uie pungent flaiuc — and raises noi kit Toie« 
To stop tliit holocautt ? God ! *t it too borribb I 
Wake me, my friends, from thit ierrifie 



SUIMKIND. 

Courage, my brother. On our finni 
Tlie dignity of Israel. Sir Goremor, 
I hare a secret word to t]M^ak with yoo. 



tCIIXETZFJ*. 

Ye shall enjoy with roe tiie jest. ThcM kaavvt 
Are apt to quick invention as in erima. 
Speak out «- 1 have do secrets from my 



trHKKIXD. 

My lord, what answer would yoa giva 

Christ 
If |»erailvrnturr, in this general doom 
You sarrilire a Christiaji ? S«>m4> strared dof* 
Ix>At from your cote, among our Tulturet eifad f 
IWwsre, for mi«lst our virgins tliere is 
()w« kii»hip nor allc^iiuiCf' to our tribo. 
For her dr^r mJcs be pitiful, my lords. 
Have merry od our women ! Spare al 
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IfydaaglittrLiebluudyiheisBoiieof niMl 
81m is ft ChristiMi 1 



Jnrt as I foretold 1 
The wietehet will fanwear the nered*il tfeii 
CriBging for life. Serpentt, ye eU ihall die» 
So wills the LeadgraTe; so the eonrt afinns. 
Tear daughter shall be first, whose wanton arte 
HaTO brooghl destmetion on n prinedj h onsoi 

SDSBKIKD. 

Mj lord, be mored. Ton kill jour flesh and 

blood. 
B/ Ad&nai I swear, yoor dying wife 
Entrusted to these arms her child. Twas I 
Carried year infant from your homing home. 
Lord Schnctzen, will yon mnrder yonr own 

ehild? 

SCIINETZJSIf. 

Ha, excellent I I was awaiting this. 
Thou wilt inocnlato our knightly reins 
With thy corrupted Jewish blood. Then It foisi 
This adder on my bosom. Henry Schnetzen 
Is no weak dope, whom erory lie may start 
Hake ready, Jew, for death— and warn thy 
tribe. 

Is there ft God in hearen f I who ne'er knell 
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Until this hour to any man on earth. 

Tyrant, beforo thee I abase myself. 

If one red drop of human blood still flow 

In thy congealed veins, if thou e*er have known 

Touch of affection, the blind natural instinct 

Of common kindred, even beasts partake, 

Thoa man of frozen stone, thou hollow statue, 

Grant me one prayer, tliat tliou wilt look on 

her. 
Then shall the eyes of thy dead wife gasef back 
From out the maiden's orbs, then shall a voice 
Within thine entrails, cry — This b my child. 

SCHNRTZEN. 

Enough I I pray you, my lord President, 
End tliis unseemly scene. This wretched Jew 
Would thrust a cuckoo's egg within my nest. 
I have had timely warning. Send the twain 
Back to their people, that the court's decree 
Be published unto all. 

SOSSKIND. 

Lord Tettenbom I 
Citizens I will you sco tliis nameless crime 
Brand the clean eai*th, blacken the crystal 

heaven ? 
Why, no man stirs I God I with what thick 

strange fumes 
Hast thou, o' the sudden, brutalized their sense ? 
Or am I mad? Is this abready hell ? 
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Wortbipful fiendg, I have good itore of gold. 
Packed in mj' coffers, or loaned out to^Chri*- 

I giTo it yon m freo as ni^^ht b«iito*r* 

Her coiHOU dew* — my life aliall leal the bond. 

Have meniy on my race 1 

TKTTENDOIt!*. 

No more, no more 1 
Go, liid your tribe moke ready for their deatb 
Aiiaueb 

KABBI JACOB. 
Oh I 

At act of tim to-day t 
"Why, if you tnKTcllc<l to the nighont town, 
Summoned to itand beforo a mortal PrincOi 
You would need lon^r grace to put in order 
Ilouseliold elTectN, to bid farewell to friends, 
And nuke yourself ri(,'ht worthy. Dut oar waj 
la long, our journey dilD^ult. our judge 
Of awful majeity. Miut we set forUi, 
Uaate-fluihed and unprepared? Oae brief daf 

And all my wealth is yonn 1 



We have beard enough. 
BegMte, and bear oar moHiga. 
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sObskikd. 

Couragey brother, 
Oar fate is sealed. These tigers are athirst 
Return we to oar people to proclaim 
The gracious sentence of the noble court. 
Let OS go thank the Lord who made as those 
To suffer, not to do, this deed. Be strong. 
So I lean on me —we have little time to lose. 



ACT. V. 

SCENE L 

A Boom in 8U$$kiHd*t Ifotue, LixBBAm, OLAna» 

Rkudbk. 

liebiiaid. 

The air hangs sultry as in mid-July. 
Look forth, Claire ; moves not some big thunder- 
cloud 
Athwart the sky ? My heart is sick. 

OLAIBB. 

Nay, Liebhaid. 
The clear May sun is shining, and the air 
Blows fresh and cordial from the budding hills. 

LIEBHAID. 

Reuben, what is 't o'clock. Our father stays. 
The midday meal was cold an hour agone. 
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Tu two full boon port noa&; he ihoald be 

here. 
Ah see, he comea. Great God I whkt woe hM 

chuiced? 
He totters on hia staff ; he hu grown old 
Since he went forth th!a morn. 

{Eater Sl'sSKOrD. ) 



Father, wh&t newt ? 

itJsBKtyD. 
The Lord have mcre^ ! Vun is the help of 

Children, in all in order ? We matt rtart 

At set of sun on a long pil^mage. 

So wills the Landgrare, so the court decreet. 

LIEBOUD. 

What is it, father ? Exile 7 

bUbbuvd. 

Tea, jnst that 
We are banished from oar rezed, ooeertnin 

home*, 
'Midst foe* and strangers, to a land of peace, 
Where \oj abide*, where onlf comfort is. 
Banished from care, tear, troable, life ^ to 



r 
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REUBEN. 

Oh horror I horror ! Father, I will not die. 
Comei lei ns flee — - we jet have time for 

flight 
1 11 bribe the sentinel — he will ope the gates. 
Liebhaid, CUire, Father ! let as flee I Away 
To some safe land where we maj nurse rerenge. 

SDSSKIND. 

Coarage« my son, and peace. We may not 

. flee. 
Didst thou not see the spies who dogged my 

steps ? 
The gates are thronged with citizens and goards* 
Wemnst not flee— Grod wills that we shoold die. 

LIEBHAID. 

Said yon at sunset? 

SttSSKIKD. 

So they have decreed. 

OLAIRE. 

Oh why not now ? Why spare the time to 

warn? 
Why came they not with thee to massacre. 
Leaving no agony betwixt the sentence 
And instant execution ? That were mercy I 
Oh, my prophetic father I 
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■t7nai!n>. 

They nUow 
FuQ fire honn' graea to Ann our souls with ■ 

prayer. 
'Wo iliall wwcmblo in the Syiutgogne, 
As on Atonement Day, confcu our eini, 
Itocits the Kmliliih for the Dciul, uid chut 
Our tShibboleth, Uic Unity of God, 
Until tlie (iipreme hour vhcn wo tlibll itwid 
Bel on iho inercy-seaL 

LIZBHAm 

In wh«t dread shftpe 
Approaches deith 7 

StTfiSKtl'I). 

NerTC your young hearts, my children. 
We shaU go down a» God's three serruits went 
Into the fiery furnace. Not again 
Shall the flnmcs npare the truc-helicTers' fiesb. 
Tlie anguish shall he fierce and strong, yet brief. 
Our spirits sliall not know the touch of pMn, 
Pnre as refined gold they shall issue safe 
Prom tlie hot cnicihle ; a pleasing sight 
Unto the Lord. Oh, 't ts a rosy bed 
'Whore we shall couch, eompar«d with that 

whereon 
They lie who kindle this nccnrted blat*. 
T« shrink ? j« would avart yoar mat^rrad browa 
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From the immortal crowns the angels offer ? 
^Wliat! are we Jews and are afraid of death? 
God*s chosen people, shall we stand a^tremble 
Before our Father, as the Gentiles use^ 

REUDEX. 

Shall the smoke choke us, father ? or the flame 
Consume our flesh ? 

SUBSKIND. 

I know not, boj. Be sure 
The Lord will temper the shrewd pain for thoeo 
Who trust in Him. 

f 

REUBEN. 

May I stand by thy side, 
And hold my hand in thine until the end ? 

8USSKIND. 

{Atide.) What solace hast thou, God, in all thy 

heavens 
For such an hour as tliis ? Yea, hand in hand 
We walk, my son, through fire, to meet the 

Lord. 
Yet there is one among us shall not bum. 
A secret shaft long rankling in my heart, 
Now I withdraw, and die. Our general doom, 
Liebhaid, is not for thee. Thou art no Jewesi« 
Thy father is the man who wills our death } • 
Lord Henry Schnetzen. 
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LIKIIIIAID. 

Look tX ms 1 jour ofM 
Are uno, correcting your diitroctcd wordi. 
Tliit ii Lore'i trick, to rescue me from deatl). 
11/ love li firm u Uiine, tuid diee wftli tUeo. 



Olii Li«bha!d. live. Hut thoa forgot tli* 

Prince P 
Think of the happjr luminer bloonu for thee 
When we kre in otir gnre*. 

inSBIUID. 

And I ehftll etnib, 
Lire uid re)oice in lore, wbeu j9 are dead ? 

Mjr child, my child I By the Ineffable Nu&e, 
The Adonoi, I ewoar, tJiou muat boliovc, 
Albeit thy fatiicr MofTod, gave me tlio lie. 
Go kneel to lum — for if he fee tliy face, 
Or bear thy voice, he ihall not doubt, but Mve. 

LtetinAiD. 
Never I If I bo offapring to that kita, 
I here deny my race, fonaka my father, ^ 
So doce thy dream fall trva. Lot him lava tbM, 
Whoee hand hat guided mins, wboee lipi IwTt 
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Wboee bread hM noarished me. Thj God is 

rniney 
Thy people are my people. 

VOICES (tPAAoitf). 

SasskindTonOibl 

sObskind. 
I eomoy my friends. 

EnUr Mtteroutljf certain /not. 
18T JEW. 

Come to the house of God I 

2d tTEW. 

Wilt then desert us for whose sake we perish f 



dD JEW. 

The awful hour draws nigh. Come forth with us 
Unto the Synagogue* 

SUSSKIND. 

Bear with me, neighbors. 
Here we may weep, here for the last time know 
Tlie luxury of sorrow, the soft touch 
Of natural tenderness ; here our hearts may 

break; 
Yonder no tears, no faltering I Eyes serene 
Lifted to heaven, and defiant brows 
To those who have usurped the name of men^ 



1S8 



TBK DANCr. TO DKATH. 



Uuit prOTO oiir faitli and vnlor liniitlcis 
A( i« their oniolt}'. 0»o more oinbrorc. 
My Jnii(,'htcr, Ulrica mj dnuglitort Tliino off*^ 

tiim 
OiiloliincR llic IicIHhIi flniiifN of Imlo t fnrowoU, 
lliit for n irliilo i licyoiid ilio river of nra 
I 'II fold tliDO in iiiino nniw, iiiiiiiurinl lUi^^l t 
Pur tlice. iMHir ur|iluin, •von In Rroot n(;aiii 
Tlio lilrawl broWR of imrvDtx, I ilrcnmml not 
'llw ^mvo WM nil tlix liiiiiiv I luul U> givo. 
Go llKHt with Licblmid, nnil army youmDlvof 
Aa for % bridal. Coino. littlo ton, wlUi mo. 
FHoihIi, I un reoilj'. my Gwl. my OotI, 
KuruUto 111 nut in oiir cxircniily I 

\y.ttvft SOmkiho and Jawt. 

SfF.SK ir. 

A Slntt in (A» Jtutfngrttr, Srrrrai Jrr§ /kim arrui ik* 

tlagr, rami'*; qui/ itilk gridant tfJiilrtu. 

•tXVDk 

Woo, «o« I Ui6 cnrM luu lallaa I [£nui. 



IDT JKW. 

Wo nro doomod. 
Tho fniy of tlio Lord linn Hmitton ui. 
Ob UiBt mine lirml troro wnlor* and niiiio ryca 
PoanUiii* of t43un I ' GihI luu forMkrn ui. 

{rtrjr knock at ikt dtort qfllu toHw*. 

hlE.1. 



r 
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tD JKW* 

What, Bon JAmin I Oiwn the door to dealh I 
We nil plmll dio at •iiniot ! Bfonacliem I 
Come forth ! Coiiio forth I BlaiiMech I DmM I 
Ezral 

[Jetn tifrmt mi At wimdrnm^ 

OXr. CALLINO ncoM AM>rs. 
Neighbors, what wild ahurm is this ? 

lifT JKW. 

DveoMMll 

Dciocml ! Come with us to the luHmo of prmytr. 
Saro hiiiiic'lf wlio^o can ! wo all sliall bam. 

[Xfrn am*i womem aftpmr tU tit flmrt 9f ikt kmrnm^ 
ONF. OK TIIK MKX AT niR DOCNL 

IWcerh jow hrclhron, cahiily. Tell «■ aO I 
Mine ti^xl ftithcr lien at jMUiit of death 
Oaiipin^ wiihiit. Yo '\\ tliniat him in hit ftmf% 
With boittcrouf claiiior. 



Ut JKW. 

nioMCil it Uio 
Wliom tlic I^nl calls ntito llimaclf ia 
Stl«akinil V(Mi OrU Slid lUhbt Jacob 

Fruni iiio tnbiiiial where the toU is — 
To all our race. 
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% 



8STXRAL VOICES. 

Woe] woe I Godpitjul 

Hie jre witliin, ftnd toko k tut foroirell 
Of lirniio, love, life — put on your fciUl robM. 
80 will* llio Rftblii, nnil come forlli at onco 
To prajr till euDsot In tlio S/nngogno. 

AM OLD MAN. 

O God 1 Ib this the portion of nine age ? 
Were mj white bain, mj old bonea epared for 

tlllB ? 

Ob cruel, crud I 

A YOtryO QtRL. 

I km too young to die. 
Save me, my father I To-norroir ehould hare 

Tito fcntt At Roclicl'i hoiue. I longed for that, 
Counted tlio days, dreaded eome triTial chance 
Miglit crou my pleasure — Lo, thii horror 

A BRIDE. 

Oh lore I oh thoa just>tsated cap of joy 
Snatched from my lip* I Shall we tw^ lie with 

death, 
Dork, ailent, cold -r whole every eente woe 

toned 
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To happinen I life was too beautifdl — 
That was tbo dream — how soon wo are awakol 
Ah, wo have that within our hearts defies 
Their fiercest flames. No end, no end, no end I 

JVW* 

God with a mighty hand, a strctchod-ont arm,' 

And poured-ont fury, rulctli over us. 

The sword is furbished, sluirp i' the slajer'e 

hand. 
Cry out and howl, tliou son of Israel I 
Thou shalt be fuel to the fire ; thy blood 
Shall overflow the land, and thou no more 
Shalt be remembered — - so the Lord hath spoken. 

SCENE IIL 

WiUdn ike Btfnagogue, Above in the galiery^ women mmpm 
iuoueljf attired ; tome with children bjf the hand or i^fawie 
in their armt. Below the men and hojf$ with silken temi/k 
aJbenA their ehndden, 

RAUni JACOB. 

The Lord is nigh unto the broken heart' 
Out of the depths we cry to thee, oh Qod I 
Show us the path of everlasting life ; 
For in thy presence is the plenitude 
Of joy, and m thy right hand endless blisit 

1 Eiekiel zx. 83 ; ui. 11-32. 
* StrriM for Day of Atonemeot 
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Entrr SUhkikd, Rnmut, Me. 
BEVERAL TOIOBS. 

Wm unto ni who peritb I 

A JEW. 

SUukind too Orb, 
Tboa luat broaglit down tbii doom. Would m 

had baud 
Th» propbet'i Toioe I 

auaaKivD, 

Drolliren, my cop U fnll 1 
Oh let in die u warrtora of Oio Lord. 
The Lord u gn^at in Zioo. Let our death 
Dring no rcpruoch to Jacob, no rebuko 
To I*rul. IIatIi yo 1 lot tts cravo ono boon 
At our iwMuisiiM' handj t be*cech tlicm build 
Witliin God'i ftcre where oar fathon ilecp, 
A daneing-Soor to hide the fagoti atacked. 
Then let tlie minstroli Btriko the horji and latOi 
An<l we will dance and aing abore the pile, 
FoarloM of deatli. until the flamei engulf, 
Even at David danced before tlie Lord, 
Ae Miriam danced and sang beiide the eea. 
Great is onr Lord I His name is glorious 
Id Judah, and extolled in Israel I 
In Salem is his tent, bis dwelling place 
In ZioB i let os chant the praise of Ood I 
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A JSW. 

SUMkind, tho« tpeakMl wtUl W« will 

death 
With danc« and tong. Emhrmco him M % 
So that the Lord rocoiro at in liit XmX. 

tEVERAL TOICEi. 

Amen ! amon I aman I we danea to daalh ! 



RjLBBI JACOB. 

SiiMkindf ^ forth and bog thie graea of Uiam» 

Puni<«h us not in wrath, cliaetiee os nol 
In an^cr, oh our God ! Our tint o\ 
Our smitten heaiU, they are a grieroiii load | 
We look on our iniquitiee, we tremhUt 
Knowing our tresixunct. For»ake at nol. 
Be tiiou not far from ut. Hatte to oar aid* 
Oh God, who art our Sariour and o«r Baaii 1 



svfwxncD. 

Brethren, our prayer, being tlie Uet, b 
The hour approachee. Let our thooghle 
From mort^ anguish to the ecetaey 
Of martrrdom, the bleteed death of tboaa 
Who i^erith in the Lord. I eea* I eee 
How Iftrael't eTer<reeeeat glory 
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ThcM flomr* that would eclipse it, dark ks blol< 

Of ciukIIc- light against tho blazing sun. 

We die • tlioosond deallis, — drown, bleod, uid 

Onr osliM are di«per*e<l unto the windi> 
Yot tlie wild windi elieriah the lacred toeA, 
Til* waten guurd it in tbcir crjrital hoarti 
Tlio firo rcfiucth to eoMame. It ejiringi, 
A tTce immortal, sludowing mnnjr luidi, 
llnvi>it«d, imnamod, undrpamcil lu yet. 
Ilnthcr ft vine, full-Aowcred, goldcn-l>ranched, 
AmbnwiKl-frtiitcd. crroptng on the onrth, 
Trod hy the pMeor'i foot, yet rhoBOii to deck 
Tnblei of pririrci, Israel now hiu fallen 
Into tlie depths, ho ihall be great in time.' 
]'>en as ire die in honor, from our doth 
Shall bloom * myriad bcroio lives, 
Brave through onr bright example, Ttrtuoiu 
Leet onr grvat memory fall in disrvpute. 
Ii one among us brother*, troald eiehftngn 
His (loom agunrt oar tyrant*, — lot for lot 1 
Let him go forth and live — he i* no Jew. 
I* one who woold not die in Icrael 
Bather than live in Chriit, — their Christ who 

On inch a de«d m this ? Let him p> forth — 

■ Tb* tiH nwpa oa iba Mrdk, traddn by tk« pMMr'e 
foot, btrt lu frait i-m* apon (h* tabi* of pri p»»«. Ina^ 



J 
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He may die full of yean apon his becL 

Ye who nurse rancor haply in your hearts. 

Fear ye we perish unavenged ? Not so ! 

To-day, no I nor to-morrow I but in Grod*s timoy 

Our witnesses arise. Ours is the truth. 

Ours is the power, the gift of Heaven. W« 

hold 
His Law, His hunp, His covenant. His pledge. 
Wherever in the ages shall arise 
Jew-priest, Jew-poet, Jew-einger, or Jew-saint -^ 
And everywhere I see them star the gloom -^ 
In each of these the martyrs are avenged I 

RABBI JACOB. 

Bring from the Ark tlie bell-fringed, silken* 

bound 
Scrolls of the Law. Gather the silver vessels, 
Dismantle the rich curtains of the doors, 
Bring the Perpetual Lamp ; all these shall bum, 
For Israel's light is darkened, Israel's Law 
Profaned by strangers. Thus the Lord hath 

said:* 
^The weapon formed against thee shall not 

prosper, 
The tongue that shall contend with thee in judg^ 

ment. 
Thou shalt condemn. This is the heritage 
Of the Lord's servants and their righteousness. 
For thou shalt come to peoples yet unborn, 

that which He hath done. Amen ! ** . 
* Coaalnsion of serriM for Day of AtoMmMit 



TUB DANCE TO DBATB. 

[n« iaan af ikt Btnagogiu art turn aptn feilt 
taaWliistM MiM. Cilittiu ami tffierri rul I'a. 



Come forth I th» >uii wU. Come, tlio Cogneil 

waita I 
What I will jn tench ywu bctten patience i 

OittI 
TTie Governor U rcndj, Forlli wWi yon, 
Curel lorpental Joitnaol The bonfire burn* I 
[Emit. 



A PuUie Ftaet. Cnwdt of CnUnu aiMinWnf. On e 
plafferm an folrrl DiftricH ton TiTTtXBOKK aaJ 
HxMKT Soaivnui •dtk acJ^ Mftbet of lit CimmtiL 

18T cmZEW. 

Here '■ inch « throng 1 Neighbor, ;oar elbow 
An ill prod (or rajr ribe. 

2d cmzEM. 

I am piuhed and aqnecied. 
Ujr limbfl ai« not mine own. 

ID CinZEIT. 

Look thU way, wUe. 
They will come henee, — a pock ol jnet-whipped 

I wamuit you the ttifl-necked bratee rtpent 
T»dajr if ne'er before. 



r 




THE DANCE TO DEATM. 167 



I Mi ftU tHpirm* 
I hav« toon monslroiM sigliU, -^ui 

wolf, 
The corpM of on« •oekecl bj a rwnjpjf^ 
Th« widow Kai>f6n*s malfbraMd ehSd — Wl 

Until Uiit lioar, a Jew. 

8D cmxxir. 

D*jeeaUflMJtw? 
Where do joa epj one now ? 



Toa 11 hftTt jov JMl 
Now or ADOQ, whal nuUten it? 

4T11 cmzEsr. 

Wen, I 
Hare t^^n a Jew, and seen one bora aft thai i 
Hard hj in Wartburg ; li« had killed a child. 
Zounda! how the serpent wrifgiedl I 

now 
The roatUng, stinking flesh 1 



Falher.be 
The folk who mordered Jeeae f 



TBM DAHCM TO DSATB. 



tTB CmZEW . 

Ay, my boy. 
Rememb«r tlut, knd when yoa hear ihem come, 
1 11 lift yon on my ihonlden. Yon cut fling 
Tonr p«bblM with the raat [ThmptCttawA 



Tb« Jews I the Jews I 



Quick, father t lift m« ! I tee notluiig hn* 
Bat boM tnd ikirts. 

[Jfunc «/ a mordl appneriittg. 



What mummiiy ii thU? 
Ths MKeren brow new miKhief. 

AirOTHZR CITIZEN. 

Why, they earn* 
Fnakad for m holiday i not veiled for death. 

ANOTHER cmiEM. 

Intolent braggarUl They defy the Clirirt! 

Xolrr, in profriiiM ta mua'c, iht J*m. Flrtt, lUnai 
Jacob— o/tiT Jim, tieli prtfU.eanird m liilfri — llitm 
M mrn anf ■nnn, /olltvrd prtmifttuilf tjr mtn, 
■siWH, DKrf rUUrtn ^all ofn. Stmt ^ t\i mm Mrry 
f(U eW iifMP Muilf, <MH (At RoUi^Uk Law. Om 



^^ 




TtB DAffCS TO DM ATM. 169 



bemt eiW Pwrpttmal Lmmp, mm/An dU 
$Ucrr CmmtUeMick 9f tit S f 9 mf 9fm§ » Tit 

their ckOdrtm hf tkt kmmd m m tkm arm. AM nM§ 
mitind. 



The miMn 1 thej wfl] uk« their fHM and grid 
Down to the grare I 



cmzEXt 

So these be JewB ! Quriel »?««•! 
To think the deTib look like homMi folk I 



Coned be the poieon-nuxert I Lei then b«m ! 



Burn I born ! 

JTiiMr SduLxiro Tov Or», LtmBSAini 



•CUXCTZKX. 

Good God! what Mid ie dMl r 



Liebhaid too Orb. 

eciiyrrxKir. 

Tlie deril's triek I 
He hae bewitched mine ejeei 



TBB DAHCS TO DEATB. 



WhQ 



8UWKIVD (<" h/patta litplatfirm). 
Woe to tho ffttW 
hit owD child I 



KltKKTZEM. 

I am avenged, 
Suwkind Ton Orb I Blood for blood. flr« (or Are, 
And deUb for death 1 

[Mminl SiJMKWD, LukKUD, tit. 

Eitrr Jivith geullu and maidtM. 
VOITTIIS (m rAorni). 

Let na rejoice, for it ia promised at 
Tlut ire ahall cater in God't tabenuwb I 



HAIDEMS. 

Onr feet ihall stand witlun tfa^ gat«, Zio«, 
Within thy portaU, O Jemnlem I [Ktm^ 



I an ••• BMight from bare. Lat'a loUow, Hasa. 



Be tatiffied. Then ia no inch of apaea 

For foot to reit on ronder. Look I look then I 

How th* flamaa riie I 



»0T. 

father, I can aaal 
Hmjt aB an daaong in tho erinson blaaa. 




THB DANCE TO DEATH. 171 

Look how their garmenit wavo, theur jewdi 

shine. 
When the smoke parts a bit The tall flames 

dart 
Is not the fire real fire ? They fear it not 

VOICES WITUOUT* 

Arise, oh house of Jacob. Lot os walk 
Within the light of tlie Almighty Lord I 

jfffilflr {n/kri9U9 kaUe Pbinob Wiluak Mif NOBDKAlili. 

PRINCE WILLIAM. 

Respite ! Yoa kill your daughter, Henzy Sehnei- 
sen! 

NORDMANN. 

Liebhaid von Orb is your own flesh and blood* 

SCIINETZEy. 

Speetre I do dead men rise ? 

NORDMANN. 

Yea, for revenge I 
I swear, Lord Scbnctzen, by my knightly honor. 
She who is dancing yonder to her death, 
Is thy wife's child I 

[ScBirBTZKir and Prikgb Wiluax fRolw a maft 
forward toward$ tks fiamu, Jfiittc oeotM; a 
mimnd of era$hin§ board§ it heard and a §rmi 
cry — Hallblojah 1 



TSK DAtrCB TO DSATlt. 



nuHOt im-LtAu and scmrErZES. 
TooUtol loo late I 



mCrCR WILLtAU. 

Tha flra 1 tbe liral Ueliboid, I coma to thos. 

WLUKEl'lVt, 

Oh CTQcl Clirut t la there no bolt in bearen 
For tha el)il<l inurdcrot ? £111 me, my f riendi 1 

my breoat 
!■ bar* to all your awordt. 

[Ui Itari tjm Ut Jtrti'ii, aarf /Ub nuMiucfoui. 
[Curtain ftO*. 



< The plot and )neiil*nt« of Ihb TnRadj an Uk«a 
(ram ■ liltl* nvntiT* tntitlml " Da Ttta rtm Tadti tin 
Narktitirk aat <ttm uirraluifrtt JaJirkuiulrrt," |Tb« DuKW 
to PfkUi — » Ninht-piecs o( tli* fonrtMntli M0IB17). 
Bj RichkH Reinhanl. Canip<la4 rnrm ■ulbin^ i!o«a< 
BirnU rommuniFatf^ hj Profcnor Fnm DvlitlMh. 

TliP nnVinnI nnrraiire Ihn* diipoM*, Is vonslodaBi of 
tkt prianipsi etauvnon: — 




TnB DANCE TO DEATH. 178 

*' Hen* Nordouuui wm placed in cloae oonflneineBt, aad 
dnrini^ the same year his head fell under Ihe aword of Um 
•zeentioner. 

"Prince William returned, broken down with aotitiw, 
to Eieenach. His princely father's heart found no oom- 
fort dnrinif the remainder of his days. Ue died sooa 
after the murder of the Jews— his last words were, 
*woeI theflroP 

"William reached an adrAnood age, hut his life waa 
Joyless. He norer married, and at his death Meissen waa 
inherited by his nephew. 

" The Jewish cemetery in Nordhausen, the seent el 
this martyrdom, lay for a long time waste. Nobody 
would build upon it Now it b a bleaching meadow, and 
where once the flames sprang up, to-day nats paaotfal 

•OMhiM." 




TBA>'SLATION& 




TRANSLATIONS 

FROM THE HEBREW POETS OF HEDLSVAL 

SPAIN. 

SOLOMON BEN JUDAII GABIROL. 

(died between lOTO-W.) 

** Am I ilppinf the honey of the Ilpe T 
Am I drunk with the wine of a kiu ? 
H*Te I culled the flowers of tlie cheek, 
HftTe I nicked the f reiih fragrance of the breath ? 
Hay, it b the Song of Oablrol that liaa rerived me. 
The perfume of hit youthful, qnrinflf-tide breeae.** 



" I win engraTe my aoni^a indelibly upon the heart of the world« 
■0 that BOOM can eflaoa them." Qi 



NIOHT-PIECK. 

Night, aiid the heavens beam serene with peaces 

Like a pure heart benignly smiles the moon. 

Oh| guard thy blessed beauty from mischance. 

This I beseech thee in all tender love. 

See where the Storm Iiis cloudy mantle spreads, 

An ashy curtain covercth the moon. 

As if the tempest tliirstcd for the rain, 

The clouds he presses, till they burst in streams. 



u 



178 ThANSLATlONB FROM BEBRE fV POETS. 

H«aven wtan n dusky raiment, and the moon 
Ai'p^arcth dooil —her tomb is yondor cloud, 
And ffoeping Rhodes come after, like tlie poopls 
Who mourn with tcarfnl grief a noble queen. 
But look ! the thunder j^ercod night's clo«p-linked 

Hit koen-ti|i|>ed Unce of lightning brandtihingi 

lie hoTcr» like a Mroph -conqueror. — 

Doicd Iiy tlie flaming splendor of lii* wing*, 

In rapid flight oi in a whirling dance, 

The bbck cloud-rarem hurrj bcotciI away. 

So, though tlie power* of dorkneu chain my soult 

Uj bnrti ft hero, cliates and breftka iU bondi. 

KIOHT-T ROUOH1B. 

WitL night alreiwly upreod her wings and weave 
Her du«ky robe iiboat the day's bright form, 
Boldly llie sun's faircnuntenanee displncing. 
And swathe it with her Bhotlow in brood day F 
So a green wreath of mist cnrings the mooiii 
Till enxious rlonds do quite encompass her. 
Ko wiiul ! and yet the slender stem is stirml. 
With faint, slight motion as from inwani tremor. 
Kline eyes are full of ^ef — who sees me, oiks, 
" Ob wlierefore doat tlion cling onto (lie 

ground ? " 
Uy friends discoarse with iwmt and toothing 

words) 
Tiwy tU Kn vain, Ihry glide above my hud. 




TRAN3LA TiONS FROM HEBRE W POETB. 179 

I fain would cheek my tears ; would fain enlarge 
Unto infinity, my heart — in rain ! 
Grief presses hard my breast, therefore my tear* 
Have scarcely dried, ere they again spring forth* 
For these are streams no furnace heat may 

quench, 
Nebuchadnezzar's flames may dry them not 
What is the pleasure of the day for me, 
If, in its cnicible, I muRt renew 
Incessantly the pangs of purifying ? 
Up, challenge, wrestle, and o'ercomel Be 

strong ! 
The late g^pes cover all the vine with fruit. 
I am not glad, Uiough even tlie lion*s pride 
Content itself upon the field *8 poor grass. 
My spirit sinks l)eneat}i the tide, soars not 
With fluttering seamcws on the moist, soft strand* 
I follow Fortune not, wliereVr she lead. 
Lord o'er myself, I banish her, compel. 
And though her clouds should rain no blessed 

dew. 
Though she withhold the crown, the heart's de- 
sire, 
Though all deceive, though honey change to gaDf 
Still am I lord, and will in freedom strive. 

MEDITATIONS. 

FonoET Uiine anguish. 
Vexed heart, again. 
Why shonldot thou languish, 




Wirh eartlily pain? 
The husk Rtmll slnmber, 

Beda^l in cUy 
S3ent and aoinbre, 

OltliviiMi'i )irpy 1 
But, Sjiirit imtnortnl, 
Tliou at Dentil '• portnl, 

Tremble st wttli fcnr. 

It he eareiiii tlicn, 

Curse Uiee or bleu tbx9, 

Tbou must (Irftw near, 
From him tbe worth of tlijr vorlu to hau. 

Wliy full of terror, 

Comiiaiiseil wiiU error, 

Trouble lliy h.nrt. 

For tliy mortal part 7 

Tlio soul Hies lioiiio — 

The eorpM i* ilomb. 

Of alt thou didst Ikavo, 
Follows naught to tlio graTo. 

Thou fiieiit thy nei^ 
Swift u a bird to thy place of rot. 

What avail gi^cf and fasting, 
Wltcre nothing is lasting? 
Pomp, domination. 
Become tribulation, 
la a health-^Ting droaght, 
A death-dealing shaft. 



TRANBLATIONB FROM UEBM W POMTM. 181 

Wealth — an illasioni 
Power — a lie, 
Oyer all, dissolution 
Creeps silent and sly. 
Unto others remain 
Tlie goods thou didst gain 
With infinite pain. 

Life is a vine-branch ; 

A vintager, Death. 
He threatens and lowers 

More near with each breath* 
Then hasten, arise ! 

Seek God, my soull 
For time quickly flies. 

Still far is the goal. 
Vain heart praying durablyi 

Learn to prize humbly, 

Tlie meanest of fare. 
Forget all thy sorrow, 

Behold, Death is there I 

Dove-like lamenting, 

Be full of repenting, 
Lift vision supernal 
To raptures eternal. 

On ev'ry occasion 

Seek lasting salvation. 
Pour thy heart out in weeping, 
While others are sleeping. 




163 TMdK$iaTi01tS fRVM UnailEW FOSTB. 

Vny to Ilim whan aU '■ ilUl, 

Performing hi* will. 
And 10 •hbll tlie angul of iwmo bo thj wnrdsiii 
And piido tlice at Uwl to tlis boKvenlf gttita. 



AiHmitTY I what U nun ? 

Dul tlcKlt luiil blood. 
Like nUtulowH tlco Ikii dayi, 
Bo iiinrka nut liuw tlicy vanitH from tua gl 

Suddenly, lio mult dio .^ 
He dru[>|>i!lli, atuniiod, into nonantit;. 

Almi^'htyl what li man F 

A body (mil and weak, 
Kull of deceit and lioi, 
Of rilo liy i«>ciiii OS- 
No w liko a lluwer blowing. 
Now irorcbcd by lunbcania glowin([. 
And wilt tlioii of liia tr(^a|iaMOB inquira t 

How may ho OTor l>oor 
Tliine aii^r juat, thy vongoanoe dir* 1 

I'uniali hini not. but apftra, 
For b« ia void of power and atWigUl I 

Almighty 1 what !a man ? 

By filihy Inat poweiMd, 
Whirled in a round of lieti 

Fond fronty awolla hia breut. 
TIm pur« man tinlu in luir* and sUnMi 




TSANaJLATJONa FROM BEBMMW ^OMTB. 18t 

Tlio noble skrinkeili not from erioMi 

Wilt thou retont on him tho ehnnM 9i mmf 

Liko fading groM, 

So iliaU ho pats. 

Liko cha(T iliat blowi 

Where tho wind gooi. 
Then spare him, ho Uum meitifalt lOmg^ 
Upon tlio dreaded da/ of roehoaiiigl 

Ahnighty ! wluU b man ? 
The haughty ton of ItaM 

Drinks dci*p of lin^ 
And feeds on crime 
Seething like waves thai roU« 
Hot as a glowing coal. 
And wilt then imnish him for rina iab otm P 

Lost and forlorn, 
Tlien like the weakling he miMl {all« 
Who some great hero •irtToe wiUiaL 
Oh, Bjiare him, therefore ! Un ham 

Grace for his sin I 



Alnii^'lUy I what is man ? 
SjMiltod in guilty wtaOi 
A ■trangcr unto faiih« 

Whose tongue is stained with lita» 
And ihalt tliou count his stae — so b ko 

rprooicd bv thy breath. 
Like to a •tream by tempeel tesss d . 
His Ufa falls from him lilw a eloak. 



184 TRAsaiATiosa from hebrew foets. 

He passes into nothingncu, Uko Binalte. 
Tlien spare him. punibli not, be kind, I pnj, 
To bini vho dwellclh id the dnat, mi iaocfl 
wrought in chijr I 

A1might)r I what is man ? 
A withered l>oiit;h I 
IVIicn ho ii Qwe-ntnick \>y npproachiiig doom, 
Like a dried liliulo of grivw, io wrak, to low 
Th« pleuure of liis life in changed to gloom. 
He crumbles like a ganiiciit spoiled with moth t 
Aeeonling to his sins wilt thou bo wroth ? 
Ho mellfl like wnx before tho ennUW* br«ath( 
Ycft, like thin wnter. bu ho vauivhcth, 
Ob, ipare him tliercfnrc, for tliy gnciou Dkme, 
And bo not loo eerere upon hii ihnmo I 

Almighty ! what is mnn ? 
A fftdol leaf I 
If thou dcMt weigh liiin in the balance — lo I 
He disai>]>eara — a br«alh tlint thou doit blow. 

Ilii heart ia ever filled 

'WitJi lust of lice nnslilled. 

Wilt thou bear in mind his crime 

Unio oU time ? 
He fotlee away like cloude fan-kitaedt 

Dissolrei Uke roisL 
Then spare him I let him lore and mercy win, 
According to thy gnee, and not oeeordinn to hie 



r^ 




TMAHaULTtONa FROM BKBMEW rOMTB. 186 

TO A DETRACTOB. 

The Autumn promi««d, and ha kc«p« 

His word unto the meadow-rote. 

Tlio puro, bnj^lit li^htninj^t licndd Spruigi 

Sorcno and glad the frcth eartli tliowt. 

Tlio rain lm» quenched lier children*! thiifli 

Ilcr cheeks, but now so coM and dr]r» 

Arc soft and fair, a hiuf;hing face ; 

With clouds of ]mr])le sliines the skj* 

Thou(;h filled with \\}^\\U jet veiled 

Ilnrk ! hark ! the turtle's mocking 

Oiitsin^N the Talley-pigcon*s lays. 

Her wings are gcinnied, and from her thfOAlp 

When the clear sun gleams back agaiAy 

It socnis to me as though she wore 

About her neck a jcwcl)c<l chain. 

Say, wilt thou darkin such a light. 

Wilt drag the clouds frum lieavcn's beigliiP 

Ahhough thy heart with anger swell. 

Yet firm as niarlile mine doth dwelL 

l*hrn>in no fear tliy wrath Itegela. 

It is not sliakrn by tliy threats. 

Yea, hurl thy dartii, thy weapons wield* 

Tlte »trrngth of youth \% still my shield. 

My winged steetl toward tlie beighle dolll 

The duit whirlt upwanl from tiie groasdi 

Mv song is scanty. do«t thou deem 

Thine rlocjuence a mighty stream? 

Only the blameleee offering. 



18G TRANSLATSONS FROM HKBREW POSTB. 

Not t)io jirofiision man may bring, 
Prcvailotk witli our Lord and King. 
Tho long dnyi out of niinut«a grow^ 
And out of monthi thti yean ariw, 
Wilt thou bo muter of tUo w{«e, 
Then louro ths hiddon otrcam to know, 
Tlikt from tlw inmoBt heart dotb flow. 



FRAaMK.VT. 

]Ct friend >poke with inginuating tongno i 

"Drink wine, and tliy flcah ulioll bo mndo 

wliulo. Look bow it liiuwi in llio loatbem 

buttle like n captured Mr]>cnL" 

Oh fool 1 can the •un be forgcil into « euk 

■lopjicd with earilily bungs. I know not that 

the )>ower of wine bus ever ovennutered mjr 

•orroiTi 1 for tlieae mighty giants I h»Te found 

a* jet no renting-ploce. 



" With tears thy grief tboa do«t bemooat 
Te«n tlikt would melt the hnrdoat itone. 
Oh, wherefore sing'st tliou not the vine? 
Why chant' st tliou not tho pmiss of wine ? 
It ehuci pain with cunning art, 
The craten eltnki from out thj heart." 

But I : Poor fools the wine may cheat) 
Lull them with lying Tisions sweet 
Upon the wings of stonna uay bear 




TRANSLATIONa FROM HEBREW POETS. 187 

Tlio heary burden of thoir care. 
Tho fathor*8 heart may harden aoy 
He feeloth not his own child's 



No oeoan is tlio cup, no sea, 
To drown my broad, deep misery. 
It grows so rank, you cut it all, 
Tlio aftermath springs just as tall. 
My heart and flesh aro worn away, 
Mine eyes are darkened from the day. 

Tlie lovely morning^rcd behold 
Wave to the breeze her flag of gold. 
Tlie hosts of stars above tlie world. 
Like banners vanishing are furled. 
The dew shines bright ; I bide forlorn. 
And shudder with the chill of mom. 

WINE AND ORIEF. 

With heavy groans did I approach my friends, 
Heavy as tliough tlie mountains I would move. 
Tho flagon they were murdering ; they poured 
Into tlio cup, wild-eyed, the grape's red blood. 
No, they killed not, they breathed new life 

tlierein. 
Then, too, in fiery rapture, burned my veins, 
But soon the fumes had fled. In vain, in vain I 
Ye cannot fill the breach of the rent heart. 
Te crave a sensuous joy ; ye strive in vain 
To eheat with flames of passion, my despair. 



wmm^f^mm^mf^ 



188 TRANBLATlOlfB FROU BEBJtEW POF.TB. 

So when the liDkinf; sun ilrawa near to niglit. 
The iky'a brig;ht cbeeka fade 'neath thoto treuea 

black. 
Ye biagb — bnt lilcnlly the eoul weepa on t 
Ys cannot atifle her sincere hunent> 

' DEFUXCE. 

" CoxQvr.R the gloomy night of th]r eorrow, for 

the morning greets tliee with iBagbtcr. 
Ilise and clothe UiyieU with nobis pridt. 
Break loose from the tyranny of grioL 
TImw Blandest alone among men, 
Thy Bong is like a pearl in beaaty." 

So ijrake my friend. T la well 1 

The billows of the stormy aca trfaich orerwbelmed 

my soul, — 
TIicso I subdue ; I <inake not 
Before the bow and arrow of destiny. 
I endured with patience whea be dMeitfnUf liad 

tome 
With his treacherous smile. 

Yea, boldly I defy Fate, 
I cringe not to enrious Fortune. 
I mock the towering floods. 
My brare heart does not shrink — 
This heart of mine, that, albeit yoang in years, 
Is none the lees nob in deep, keen^yed ezp» 
rienca. 





TBANSLATIONS FROM EEBBEW POETS. 189 
A DEQENERATB AGE. 

Whebb 18 the man who has been tried and found 

strong and sound ? 
Where is the friend of reason and of knowledge f 
I see only sceptics and weaklings. 
I see only prisoners in the durance of the seneeit 
And erery fool and every spendtlirifft 
Tliinks himself as great a master as Aristoile. 
Think'st thou that thoy have written poems? 
Call'st thou that a Song ? 
I call it the cackling of ravens. 
The zeal of the prophet must free poesy 
From the embrace of wanton youths. 
My song I have inscribed on the forehead of 

Time, 
Tliey know and hate it — for it is lofty* 



190 TKiKBLATIONS FROM BXBREW POSTB. 
ABUL HASSAN JUDAH BEN BA-LEVL 

(tmaic HKTWKBW tOW-OD.) 
A LKTTKR TO ItU FUtKKD IDAAO. 

But ycBterda)' the earth dranh like a child 

With c&g«rr tliint tli« autmun rain. 
Or like a wlttful bride who wnitii tiia hour 

Of tore'i mystcriout bl>M and pain. 
AihI now llie Spring !■ lirre with yearning «]m | 

WiitBt Bhiinmcring polilcn flower-bed*, 
On nieaUows carpeted with vnricd hues. 

In richest raiment clod, xlie treads. 
She wearcR a tapestry of bloom o'er all. 

And myriad eyed yoting plants iipspring-. 
White, ^reen, or red like 1i|<s that to the moDth 

Of the heloved one sweetly cling. 
Whrtice come these radiant tints, theM blended 

Here 's such a doute, sach a blaze, 
As though earth stole the nplendor of the riart, 

Fain to erlip«e them with her rays. 
Come I go we to the garden with our wine, 

IVhieh scatters sparks of hot desire, 
Witliin our ItoncI 't is cold, but in our Teini 

It flashes clear, it ^owa like fire. 
It bubbles sunnily in earthen jag*. 
Ws eateh it in th« CTTttol gUw, 
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Thon wander through cool, shadowy lanes aiid 
breathe 

The spicy freshness of the grass. 
Wliilst we with happy hearts our circaift keepi 

The gladness of the lilartli is shown. 
She smiloth, though tho trickling rain<bopt 
weep 

Silently o*er her, one by one. 
She loves to feel the tears upon her cheek. 

Like a rich veil, with pearls inwove. 
Joyous she lintens when the swallows chirp. 

And warbles to her mate, the dove. 
Blithe as a maiden midst the young green leaveey 

A wreath she '11 wind, a fragrant treasure ; 
All living things in graceful motion leap. 

As dancing to some merry measure. 
The morning breezes rustle cordially, 

Love's thirst is sated with the balm they send. 
Sweet breathes the myrtle in the frolic wind, 

As though remembering a distant friend. 
Tlie myrtle branch now proudly lifted high, 

Now whispering to itself drops low again. 
The topmost palm-leaves rapturously stir. 

For all at once they hear the birds* soft strain* 
So stirs, BO yearns all nature, gayly decked. 

To honor Isaac with her best array. 
Hear'st thou the word ? She cries — I beam 

with joy, 
Becanae with Isaac I am wed to-day. 
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ADMONmOS. 
Lx>xo JD the Inp of chililhood diilut thou sleep, 
Think bow thy yoath likn ctiaff did dieappcu ; 
Shall life's (weet Spring foroTcr hut ? Look up, 
Old ftgo approaehcR oTDtDoualjt near. 
Oh Bh*Iie thoD oft the world, even ai the bird 
Shkkea off the midnight dew that clogged hii 

Soar upwont, Mok redemption from thy gnilt 
And from the eartliljr droH that round UiM 

cling*. 
Draw near to God, His holy angelt know, 
For whom Ilia bonntcouH Htream* of mercy flow. 

Lovr-»oso, 
" SEK'trr thon o'er my •hoaldert falling, 

Snake-like ringlela wKving free ? 
Hare no fear, for tlicy are twilled 

To allure thee onto me." 

Thus she spake, the gentle Am*, 
Listen to thy plighted lo*t i — 

" Ah, how long I wait, DotU 
Sweetheart cometh back (shf Mid) 

Lstying hit caressing hand 
Ptt d e n teaUi my buraing bead." 



J 
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SEPARATION. 

Am) 80 wa twain must part I Oh linger yety 
Let me Btill feed my glance upon thine ejei. 

Forget not, love, the daya of our delight. 
And I onr nights of bliss shall ever prize. 

In dreams tliy sliaclowy image I sliall see. 
Oh even in my dream be kind to me 1 

Though I wore dead, I none the less woaU 
hear 
Thy step, thy garment rustling on the sand. 
And if tliou waft mo greetings from tlie grave, 
I shall drink deep the breath of that oold 
land. 
Take thou my days, command tliis life of minoi 
If it can lengthen out the space of thine. 

No Toice I hear from lips death-pale and chiU, 
Tet deep within my heart it echoes stilL 

My frame remains — my soul to thee yearns 
forth. 
A shadow I must tarry still on earth. 

Back to the body dwelling here in pain, 

Betom, my soul, make haste and come again I 

LONOINO FOR JERUSALEM. . 

O OITT of the world, with sacred splendor blest, 
My spirit yearns to thee from out the tariff 

West, 



104 TRANBLATtONB FROif HEBREW POXTB, 

A lUeum of lora w«)l« forth whon I recall thjr 

day. 
Now U ii\j tampU waste, U17 glorj pawed awmy. 
HacI I ao eagle's wings, straight would I Hy to 

thee, 
Hoisten tbj bolj doat with wet cheeks strMun- 

ing free. 
Oh. how I long for lbe< ! albeit thjr King haa 

gone, 
Alheit where balm onco flowed, the Mrp«nt 

dwells alone. 
Conld I but IUm tliy dust, ao would I fain 

expir«, 
A* iweet aa honej ihea, 1117 pauioD, mjr desin I 

OK THE TOTAOe TO JEBUBALZlt. 



Mr two-score jears and ten are over, 

Nerer again sliol! youth be mina. 
The yean are roaJy-wingcd for flying, 

What erav'st thou still of feast and wij 
Wilt thou stiU court man's accLunoUon, 

Forgetting what the Lord liath said ? 
And forfeiting th;r weal eternal, 

By thine own guiltjr heart misled ? 
Shalt thou have nerer done with folly, 

Still fresh and new must It arise 7 
Oh heed it not, heed not tlia eenses, 

But follow Ood, be meek and wiae ) 



r 




TMAHBLA TIOHB FMOM HEBME W tOETB. ISff 

Yea, profit by thj dftjt rcnuuningy 

Thoy harry twifUy to tk« goaL 
Be zealoai in the Lord's high terrieey 

And banish falsehood from thy tovL 
Use all thy strength, use all thy ferroTy 

Defy tliine own desires, awaken ! 
Be not afraid when seas are foaming. 

And eartli to her foundations shskea, 
BenumlHHl the hand then of the saaloTy 

Tlie captain's skill and power art laoMd. 
Gayly tli?y sailed with colors flying. 

And now turn home again sshimed 
The ocean is otir only refuge, 

The sandbank in our only goal, 
/The mahts are swaying as with terror. 

And quiTcring does the Tessel rolL 
The ma<l wind fn»lics with tlic billows. 

Now smooths them low, now lashee bagk 
Now they aro ntorming up like lions. 

Ami now like ser)>cnts sleek they 
And wa%'o on ware is ever presning. 

They biM, they whisper, soft of 
Alark ! was tliat tiie Tensel splitting ? 

Are sail ami msst ami mdder gotte f 
Here, screams of friglit, there, stWnl 

The bravest feels his courage faiL 
Wliat stcail our prudence or o«r w i e d oa f 

Tlic soul itself ean naught araiL 
And each one to his God is crying, 

Soar up, my sooL to Uia aepirei 
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Wlio irrouglit a mirorlo for Jordan, 

Extol Him, oh ADgi'lic clioir I 
Remember Ilim who Btnyi tlio tcmpctt, 

llio tlarmj billows dotb conlrul, 
Wlio quiekcnetli the lifoleM body. 

And fills the empty frame wiih soal. 
Behold ! once more ajipean a wondsr, 

Tlie anj^iy waves erxt raging wild, 
like quiet flocks of sbcep repoiiing, 

So soft, ao alill, no gently mild. 
Tbe suD descends, and high in hearen, 

The goldcn-cirelcd moon iloth stand, , 

Witliin the sea the Stan are straying, 

Like wanderers in an unknovrn land. 
The liglit" celestial in tlie waters 

Are flaming clearly oa aboro. 
As tliongh the very heavens dcticended, 

To aeal a covenant of love- 
Perchance both sea and sky. twin oceans, 

From the tame sourre of grace are sprung. 
Twiit these my heart, a third sea, surgM, 

With iongs reeoanding, clearly rang. 



A watery waste the sinful world has grown, 
With no dry spot whereon the cyo can rest, 
No man, no beast, no bird to gaxe npon, 
Can all be dead, with silent sleep possessed ? 
Oh, how I long the hills and rales to nee. 
To find myself on bsirren eteppes were blisa. 
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I peer about, but nothing greetath ma^ 

Naught lave the ahipi the doodiy the ymwmf 

abyss, 
The crocodile wliioh rushes from the deeps ) 
The flood foams gray ; the whirling widen redf 
Now like its prey whereon at last it sweeps 
The ocean swallows up the Tessel's keeL 
The billows rage — exult, oh soul of mine. 
Soon shalt thou enter the Lord's sacred shrine I 



III* 



TO THE WEST WINIX 

O West, how fragrant breathes thy gentle air^ 
Spikenard and aloes on thy pinions glide. 
Thou blow'st from spicy diambers, not itma ther« 
Where angry winds and tempests fierce abide. 
As on a bird's wings thou dost waft me homai 
Sweet as a bundle of rich myrrh to me. 
And after thee yearn all the dirongs that roam 
And furrow with light keel the rolling sea. 
Desert her not — our ship — bide with her ofty 
When the day sinks and in the morning light 
SmooUi thou tlie deeps and make the billows softy 
Nor rest save at our goal, the sacred height. 
Chide thou the East that chafes tlie raging floodf 
And swells the towering surges wild and rode. 
What can I do, the elements' poor slare ? 
Now do they hold me fast, now leare me free | 
Cling to the Lord, my soul, for He will savet 
Who caused the mountains and the winds to be. 
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MOSES BEN ESRA. 

(AaODT iim.) 

SZTSACTS ntOM TUB BOOK OF 

"MBOKLACR OT nUUil." 



7'llK bIimIoW of tllO llOUHCS IcSTC bcllillll. 

In the cool bospago of tlio groTC rnctined, 

Tli« wine of friendship from lore'* gohltt drink, 

And ent«rUin witli dieerful ipeech the niod. 

Drink, friend ! behold, tlie dreurj winl«r '■ 

Tlie mantle of old &ge hnt time witlidrawn. 
Tlie sunbekm gtitt«ra in the morning dew, 
O'er bill utd vale jrouth'i hloom u surging on. 

Cnp-bearer I (luench with snow the goblet'e fin, 
Eren u the wise nuin cool* and itill* hia ire. 
Look, when the jar i* drained, upon the brim 
The light foam nicltctli with the bcftrt'i deeira. 

Cup-bearer ! brin;; aiiear the silver bowl, 
And with tlie glowing gold fulfil the whole, 
Unto the weak new rigor it impute. 
And wit2iout Unce subdues the hero's eonl. 
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My loT6 twayt, dancing, like the mTrda-trMy 
The mosses of her curls disheveled, see I 
She kilb me widi her darts, intoxicatee 
My burning blood, and will not set me beOi 

"Within tlie aromatic garden come. 

And slowly in its sliadows let us roami 

The foliago be die turban for our brow% 

And the green branches o*or our heads a dona. 



All pain diou witli tlio goblot slialt assoage, 
Tlie wino^up heals the sharpest pangs that 
Let others crave inheritance of wealth, 
Joy be our portion and our heritage. 



Drink in the garden, friend, anigh the 
Richer than spice's breath the soft air blowi. 
If it should cease a little traitor then, 
A zephyr light its secret would disdoiOi 

n. 

Thou who art clothed in silk, who drawest on 
Proudly thy raiment of fine linen spun. 
Bethink thee of the day when thou alone 
Shalt dwell at lost beneoUi the marble stone. 

Anigh the nests of adders thine abode, 
With the earth-crawling serpent and the toad* 
Trust in the Lord, He will sustain thee there, 
And without fear thy soul shall rest with God. 



Wliost habit is 

And thoM who nre cloae-Uiuiiil in love 
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If the world flutter t)ire witli lort-voiccd art, 

't i* ft canning wilcli wlio clmrm* lliy heart, 
wed man's soul with grief, 
part- 
He wlio bentowi liis wealth upon tlie poor, 
Has onljr lent it to the Lord, be sure — 
Of what arnil to clasp it with clenched hand 7 
It goes not with lu to tlie grave obscure. 

The Totco of thosic who dwell within the tomb. 
Who in corruption's house have made tlioir home i 
" ye who wander o'er us still to-daj. 
When will ye como to share with m tlie gloom f * 

How can 'si tlion eter of the world coniplaia, 
And murmuring, burden it witli all thy pain 7 
Silence .' thoii art a traveller at an inn, 
A guest, who may but over night remain. 

Be thon not wroth against tlic proud, but (bow 
How he who yesterday great joy lUd know, 
To-day is bogging for his very bread. 
And painfully apon a crutch mut go. 

How foolinh they whose faith is fixed upon 
The treasures of their worldly wealth alone, 
Far wiser wore it to obey the Lord, 
And only say, " The will ot Ood be dona 1 " 



r 
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Has Fortune smiled on thee ? Oh do not trust 
Her reckless joy, she still decoires and most 
Perpetual snares she spreads shout thy feeti 
Thou shalt not rest till thou art mixed with dust. 

Man is a weaver on the earth, 't is said, 

Who weares and weaves — his own days are tlis 

thread, 
And when the length allotted he hath span, 
All life is over, and all hope is dead. 



IN THE NIOHT. 

Unto the house of prayer my spirit yeama. 
Unto the sources of her being turns. 
To where the sacred light of heaven bums, 
She struggles thitherward by day and night. 

The splendor of God*s glory blinds her eyesi 
Up without wings she soarctli to the skies. 
With silent aspiration seelcs to rise, 
In dusky evening and in dai'ksome night. 

To her the wonders of 6od*s works apjiear, 
She longs with fervor Him to draw anear. 
The tidings of His glory reach her car. 
From morn to even, and from night to night. 

The banner of thy grace did o'er me rest, 
Tet was thy worship banislied from my breast* 
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Almiglit/, llina didat leck mo out and tiMt 
To tiy and to initmet me in tho BtgbL 

I dare not idly on my pillow tie, 
Witb winged feet bi tha thrine I fain would dj. 
When cKsined by leaden slombcn heavily, 
Uen rcit in imaged ibadowi, drcnmi of nighk 

Infatiiale I trifled youth away. 

In notliiiignew dreamed tliroagb my ma&bood'i 

Therefore my atreaming t«an I may not Mayt 
They ore my meat and drink by day and ai^L 

In flcah impriaoned i> tha aon of light, 
Thii Uf e i* bat a bridga when hob aright 
Rim in tha lilent hoar and pray with mlgbti 
Awake and call upon thy Ood by td^ I 

Ilaatcn to cleaais Uiyaolf of aia, ariai I 
Follow Trath'i path that leadi nnto ths iUm, 
Aa twift as yeiterday exiitonea fliea, 
Brief aron h a watch within tha nlgfak 

Slan enters life for trouble t all ha hai^ 
And all that he beholds, is pain, alaal 
Like to ft flower does he Uoom and pftN, 
Ha fadeth like a Tiaion of tha nlgfaL 

The surging floods of life anmnd him rev, 
Death feeds opoa hin, pttf is M won. 




TRANBLATrONB FROM HEBREW POSTB. 208 

To others all hiA richcB he gives o'er. 
And dieth in the middle hoar of night. 

Crushed hy the burden of my sins I prajy 
Ohy wherefore shunned I not the eril way ? 
Deep are my sighs, I weep the lirelong day. 
And wet my couch with tears night after nigfati 

My spirit stirs, my streaming tears still ran, 
lake to tho wild birds' notes my sorrows' loney 
In the hashed silence loud resounds my groan. 
My soul arises moaning in the night 

Witliin her narrow cell oppressed with drcodf 
Bare of adornment and with grief-bowed head 
Lamenting, many a tear her sad eyes shod, 
She weeps with anguish in tlie gloomy night 



For tears my burden seem to lighten best. 
Could I but weep my heart's blood, I might 
My spirit bows witli mighty grief oppressed, 
I utter forth my prayer within the night 



Youtli's charm has like a fleeting shadow gone, 
With eagle wings the hours of life hare flown« 
Alas I the time when pleasure I have known« 
I may not now recall by day or night 

The haughty scorn pursues me of my foe. 
Evil hu thought, yet soft his speech and lowt 
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ForgCit it not. bat bear hie pnrpoco ro 
Forever in thy mind hy day and nighb 

ObMrra a pioim fait, be whole again, 
Hasten la inirgo thjr heart of everj' aiKin. 
Ko more from prayer and penitonco rt-fraln, 
I But tarn unto tby God bj day and night. 

JTe fpfoJii : " My ion, yea, I will send Uie« ^ 
Bend thnu tliy atepa to tne, be not afraid. 
No Dearer friend than I am. liait thoa made, 
Pmmh Uij Mul in patienee one more night." 

niOM TiiE " nivAH." 
3It thoaghta impelled mc to the retting-plaet 
^liere sleep my parente, many a friend and 

brother. 
I a«ked them (no one heard and none replied) i 
" Do ye for»ftko me, too, oh father, mother ? " 
Then from the grave, without a tongue, theie 

And abowed mj own plan waiting by Ant nde. 

LOTB aOKO or ALCBASIa^ 



Tbi long^loeed door, oh open It again, tend m* 
bnek once more my fawn tliat had fled. 

On the (lay of our reunion, tliou ahalt roat by my 
■ide, tliere wilt thou ahed over nu ttw 
•treami of thy delieiooa perfmMt 
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Ob beaatifnl bride, what m thm form ol Ibj 
friend, UuU iboa taj lo bm, Rel— m kirn, 
•end bim awmj ? 

He it tbe beaatiful-ejed one of nkUij giori— 

aspect — UuU m mj fncndv bioi d« tkea 

detain. 

n. 

Hail to tbee. Son of mv friend, tho rmddj^ tW 
briglit-eolored ono! Hail lo tboo 
temples art like a poroegranato. 

Hasten to the refoge of tbj uiter, and 

the »on of Isaiab against tba iroopt of tba 
Ammonites. 

Wbat art tbou, O Deaatr. thai tboa thovUit ii^ 
ppire lore ? tliat tlir Toiee sbonld riaf liko 
the Toiccs of tlio bells apoo tho 
garments ? 

Tba hour wherein thou desireth mj lov«» I 

hasten to meet Uioo. Softlj will I dtmf 
beside thee like the dew wfom 

NACHUM- 
•nu3ro sovoa. 



I. 

Now the tlrcanr winter's ortr. 

Fic<i with him sre grief and 
When the trees tiieir blooni 

Then the soul is born agmia. 
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8i>)koiiard blonsotni ahuking, 

Porrume all tlio air, 
And in bud and llowor brvaking, 

Stands my gnrdoti fair. 
While will) awruUinK glndnei* Uoit, 
Heaven toy frii'iid'a rcjolcin); breatk 
Oil, conu) home, lost friend of niinsi 
tkarMi from out my t«i>t and land. 

Drink from mo the npicy wine, 

>Iilk and mint from ont my hand* 

Corce whirli hovcrod round my InWi 
Vuiiih, wliilo t1io ^rden now 
Girdi itself with myrtle licdgM, 
Brif;Ii(-liu««l edgM 
Iloimd it lie. 
Sadden]/ 
All my MrrowM ilia. 
8ee tlio breatliing nyrrh-treet blow, 

Aromatic oin enfold tno. 
While tlie iplendor and tlie gloir 
Of tlie mlnnt-broncbM bold dm. 

And a balsan>4ireath it flowing, 
TlirougU tlio leaty aliadowi griiB, 

On the loft the cooMa '■ growing 
On the ri^t Ibt aloe '■ hobi 

Lo, the eleor eap eTyetalUne, 
In itMlf a gem of art, 

Bi^iy-ffad lotmi op wtth wiaOi 
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Sparkling rich with froth and bubbUt 
I forget tho want and troubloy 

Buried deep witliin my heart. 

Wlicro is ho who lingered here. 
But a little while agone ? 

From my homentoad he luis flowOi 

From the city sped alone, 

Dwelling in tlie forest drear. 
Oh come again, to those who wait tho« longt 
And who will greet thee with a choral tong I 
Beloved, kindle bright 

Once more thine everlasting light 
Through thee, oh cherub with protoeting wingiy 
My glory out of darkness springs. 

II. 

Crocus and spikenard blossom on my lawiif 
The brier fades, the thistle is withdrawn. 
Behold, where glass-clear brooks aro flowingi 
The splendor of tho myrtle blowing I 
Tho garden-tree has doffed her widow's veilf 
And shines in festal garb, in verdure pale. 

Tlie turtle^lovo is cooing, hark I 

Is that tlie warble of tho lark ! 
Unto their perches thoy return again. 
Oh brothers, carol forth your joyous straini 
Pour out full-throated ecstasy of mirth. 
Proclaiming the Lord*s glory to the earth. 
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Oiip with n low, iiwect nong, 

Otic rrlioing loud and long, 

Climiling tlio muiio of a vpirit strong. 

In Toricil tintt Uie londitrape glow*. 

In rich nrray (i[>[>caiii tlio ruM. 

Wliilo tlie ]»mo|;rAnat«'i wrcalli of green, 

Tlie gAUKy ml ojul inow-wliilo bloHoini Krotu. 

Wlio lovGti it, now rejoices for iu Bnko, 

Anil tliono nro glcul who alcej>, antl thoM who 

Whtn cool-hreikUied evening risitcth tho world) 
In flower nml leaf tlio bctuled ilow in pcBirlMl, 
, Rcrmng nil Uwt droops at length, 
And lo the bngnid giving etrengtli. 

Now in the cut tlie sluning liglit behold I 
The son luu oped » Instraoi path of gold. 
Within mj nurow garden'i grsenerjr, 
fihot fortli ft brftiMh, eprang to a iplendtd tree, 
Tlicn in mine eM tha jofooi words did ring, 
" From Jesse's root » nrdftnt bnuteb ihall 

spring." 
Ilj Friend liu eftst His vjt» «pon mj gritf, 
According to His mercj', sends relief. 
Hark ! the redemption hoar's woMndlng itrok*, 
For him wbo bore with pfttimt haftit tha jiik» I 




A TRANSLATION AND TWO IMITA- 
TIONS. 

I. 

DONNA OLARA. 
(from Tint OKRMAM OF UEIKB.) 

In the evening through her garden 
Wanders the Alcalde's daughter, 

Festal sounds of drum and trumpet 
Ring out hither from the Castle. 

" I am weary of the dances. 
Honeyed words of adulation 
From the knights who still compare me 
To the sun with dainty phrases. 

" Yes, of all tilings I am weary, 

Since I fiiDt heheld by moonlight 
Him, my cavalier, whose zither 
Nightly draws mo to my casement 

" As he stands so slim and daring, 
With his flaming eyes that sparkle, 
And with nobly pallid features, 
Truly, he SU George resembles.*' 
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TbiK went Donna Clara dreaming. 
On the groand her eyes were Suteami. 

Wlien alio nuaed tliem, lo ! before her 
Siood Uio handBomo knighUy ■lrangor> 

PrFiiiing liandii nnd wliiapering [Mwion, 
Tlieno tnn!n wander in tlio moontighti 

Gently dolh llio brceio cnrcu tliem, 
Tlio cncbanteil roaea greet tliem. 

Tliu encluMitcd rose* greet tbein, 

Ajid tbey glow like hoie't own herald*. 
"Tell me, tall me, my bclorrd, 

Wbercfore all at once thou bliukoit? " 

"Gnmti ware itinging me, mj dsriin^ 
And I hEt« tbeM gnati b nnnMr 
E'en M titongh Ihejr wer« » rmbble 
Of Til« Jewi with long, hookad npiii." 

"Heed not gnftte nor Jawi, btlored," 

Spake tho knight with fond utdennnaBti. 
Frtim tlie almond-trMt dropped downwud 
MjrriMd inowjr flakea of bkiMoma. 

Ujrriad mowj flaket of IiIiim i 

Shed nnmnd tlum fragnnt odon> 
-TeU nM, tdl me, ni7 hdmi. 

Looks thf hmat on me with bmt t " 
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Tat, I Wt« ihm, O my ^MM^mg, 

AM I fww ii bj ov Savi 
WImnb Um icufw d J«wt did 

Long ago with wicked 



** Heed thoa aeiUier Jewt nor Sftvi 
Spake the ksigkl with fottd 
Far off wmrecl. as in a 
Gl 




Gleaming lilies balhed ia momdi^bA 
Seemed to waiek the ttart akove 
** Tell me, tell me, mj belored. 

Didst tkoo Doi crewhiU swear UUfyt 



Nsu;;ht it false in me, mj darliii^. 

E'en as in mj reuis there ilowelh 
Not a drop of blood thai 's Moorish. 

Neither of foal Jewish 



^ Heed not Moon ner Jews. belo?ed« 
Sjiake the knight with fottd 
Then towards a grore of mjritlce 
Leads be the Alrakie's da^lilir. 



And with Lore's slight sobtile 

He has trapped her aad enlanfled. 

Brief their words, bat long their 
For their hearts are 



2 TRASaLATIOH AND JillTAT/OJfB. 

What ft melting briilnl enrol 

Shiga llio niglilingolo, the pure one. 

IIow tliD flro-flici in llio grnxwi 

Trip their ■parkling torchlight (UaeMt 

In th« grove the RJlenco dcepona, 

Naught is heard hvd furtiTe mitling 

Of the iwnying myrtle branches, 
And the breathing of the flower*. 

Bat the Bound of drum and trumpet j 

Bunt forth Ruddcn from tha eotlla. ] 

RudiOy they awaken Clnm, 

Pillowed on her Inver'a boaoai. 



" Hark 1 tlia^ nmrnon me, my duling t 
But before we put) oh tell dm, 
Tell roe what thy precioni name i% 
Which u cloeelj thou hut hlddtt.** 

Then the kaight irith gentle Uagfatar, 
KiMod tho fingen of hie Donna, 

KiMcd her lipa uid kiMsd her torehoMlt 
And nt Uit theee iroide be littered I 

"I, Seflent, jvar belondi 

Am the wn of the reapeeted, 
Worthy, erwliU Grud Rabbi, 
Imelof S^ngotm." 




TMAlfBLATiOn AMD iMiTATIOMM. SIS 

nt emttmhU «l tlM wmmmm b m memm «f way mmm 
MU^fmij Um Ptek «l IWrloi luM tiiiwi tlM 
f«nU«, tiM Btomi • Seiora, Mid bitmII • St. 
or •▼«■ Ml Apollo. Tkk vaa «al j to W tlw int 
• tnl<9i|rT, Um mtamd «l vlurli dHnra Om htf j w f j at Vy 
his m ehiia. vbo doc* Mt kwv Uai, vluki Um i^to^ 
dbeoTvrs tliia ckikl, vbo k«i 
tortaria^ to Um d**Ui kb JiwiiJi 
ol tkMO two pbcfo 
6^td this litUo povm vas 
•till \em to dr^ffU • 
witkoat mmj deAnto 
ti^lity io tkit 
tk« Mme tiB« 

m«Bt ia tko vorWl't hiaUnrr vkirk 
in mj expericmw. Mid I h»d eoacoiTod ika 
■pint vbH'h vM AOTtkiaif rmtker tkaa 
Mid paiaf •!. M moek •», tkM it wm to fi 
«l • trmpc txilogy. — Unm'i 

0«ia«a bj Umo» kwte. I ko^ 
U Um tvo f oUoviiv wifiMl BaUoit 




a 

DOX rEDULLO. 

Not a Ud in SanigoMa 
Nol>lcr-fraUir«d, liaogfati 

Than Um Alcalde*! jooUifal 
UoaoA CUrm't boy IVlhlk. 

Handtomt M Um Prise* of EviU 
And d«TOQl M Si. If atw 



SH TKAlfBLATlON AtfO lUITATIONM. 

Deft at fence, unin&l«hed willi xithwr, 
Mtiiinture of knightl/ Tirtues. 

TViily an uiifAilinj; bit-Ming 
To liiH ])iou«, widowml motbWi 

To llie beautiful, lone matron 

Who (onworo tlie world to reu him. 

For her beftuty hath but ripened 
Id Rurb wine u th« pomograimto 

Pntletli hy ber crown of blo»»omf, 
For ber ricbor crown of fruitage. 

Still bar lionJ im cbuinod Mid courtedi 
Still iho aiHinM her proudeit niton, 

Doting on % phantom paaiion, 
And npoa ber boj Fedrillo. 

LDeo t uint Utm Doniut Cl«% 
Flnt at nuttiM, laat at Twpm, 

Half her fertuno the txpendeth 
Buying iDiMBi for the needy. 

Tinting the poor aJUcted, 

Infioit* i* her eompunon, 
Seoming not the HoorUh beggar, 

Nor tlu wretched Jew deipinng. 

And — a Maadal to the ialthfol, 
E'en iha hath beta kavwa to wilaani 
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To hor castle tho young Rabbi, 
Offering to his tribe her bounty* 

Rarely hath he crossed the threshold, 
Yet tlie thought that he luith eroised ity 

Burns like poison in tlie marrow 
Of tlie zealous youth Pedrillo. 

By the blessed Saint lago, 

lie hath yowed immortal hatred 

To these circumcised intruders 
Who pollute the soil of Spaniards. 

Seated in his mother's garden. 

At higli noon tho boy Podrillo 
Playeth with his favorite parrot, 

Golden-green with streaks of scarlet. 

** Pretty Doilo, speak thy lesson,'* 

Coaxed Podrillo — << thief and traitor '* — - 
''Thief and traitor " — croakod the parroi, 
'* Is the yellow-skirted RabbL" 

And the boy with peals of laughter, 
Stroked his favorite's head of emerald, 

Raised his eyes, and lo ! before him 
Stood the yellow-skirted Rabbi. 

In his dark eyes gleamed no anger, 
No hot flush o*erspread his features* 



816 TRANBLATWN AND IMITATIOKB.' 

'Neath his br-ard \\i% [iilc lips quivered, 
And A Bliudovr rrmscd Iiia forohood. 

Very ^ot'o wm hii nnpectt 

And liifl Toica wag mild and IntnAXj, 
"Etil wonh, my non, tliou tjieakett, 
Teocbing to tlie foirk of Iienren. 

" Id onr Ttdmad it stand* written, 

Thrice cunt U tlie tongue of lUndoTt 
Poisoning alio with iti victim, 

llim who epeiik* and him who lUtoix." 

But no whit ahMhed, PcdriUo, 

« What care I for curac of Talmodf 
T n no (lander to ipcak evil 

Of tho mnrderen of onr S«Tioor> 

"To jaax beard I wfll ropnt il^ 
That I onlf l»d< my manhood, 
To wreak all mjr lawf al hatrod, 
On thTself and on thjr peopU." 

Verr gent]/ ipoka the Rabbi, 
" Have a caro, my ton Padrillo, 

Thon art orjihoned. and who knoweth 
Dot thy tatbor loved tbie pe<^ ? " 

" Think yen werdi Uka Uieae wiU tooeb B»r 
Sach I laogb to aeon, efar BabU, 
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From high heaven, my sainted father 
On my deeds will smile in blessing* 

" Loyal knight was he and noble. 
And my mother oft assures mei 
Ne'er she saw so pure a Christian, 
T is from him my zeal denToth.*' 

'' What if he were such another 

As myself who stand before thee ? ** 

*' I should curse the hour that bore me, 
I should die of shame and horror.'* 

*' Hanthcr is thy creed than ours ; 

For had I a son as comely 
As Pcdrillo, I would love him, 

Love him were he thrice a Christiaii* 

" In his youtli my youth renewing 
Pamper, fondle, die to serve liim, 
Only breathing through his spirit — 
Couldst thou not love such a father ? ** 

Faltering spoke tlie deep-voiced Rabbi^ 
With white lips and twitching fingerty 

Then in clear, young, steady treble. 
Answered him the boy Pedrillo : 

*' At the thought my heart revolteth. 
All your tribe offend my senseiy 



W 
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They 're ui eyeaore ta ray Tuion, 
And a iteDcli onto my tiMtriU. 

" When I racot these unbclieTen, 
With thick lipa and eagle noses, 
ThiM I scorn tlicm, thus revile them, 
Tims I spit uiKui tlieir garmeiit.'* 

Anil the haughty youtli passed onTBtdt 
Bcnrtng on his wriHt hi* puroti 

And Iho ycllow-skittcd lUbhi 

With bowed head sought Donnk Cluik 



pRA rcDEa 
Golden Ughts luid lengtliening sKutowi^ 

Flings the splendid sun declining, 
O'er tlie monastery garden 

Rich in flover, fruit and foliage. ' 

Tlirough the aTenne of not trees, 

Pace two grave and ghostly friars, 
Snowy wliite tlieir gowns and girdles. 

Black as night their cowls and mantles- 
Lithe and ferret-eyed tlie younger. 

Black his sca|>ular denoting 
A lay brother ; his companion 

Large, imperious, towers above him. 
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Tis tho abbot, graU Fim Pedns 

Famous through all Saragoaia 
For his quenchless seal in cmshiBf 

Heresj amidst hit townlolki 



Handsome still with hood and 
E*en as wlien tlie boy Pedrilloi 

Insolent with jouth and beautj, 
Who reviled the gentle Rabbi. 

Lo, the level sun strikes sparklet 
From his dark eyes brightly flashing. 

Stern his voice : ** Tliese too shall 
I liave vowed extermination. 

" Tell not me of skill or virtue. 
Filial love or woman's beauty. 

r Jcwg are Jews, as serpents serpenltt 
In Uiemselves abomination." 

Earncfitly the other pleaded, 
** If inv zr.ll. tlirire reverend 

£'cr atTordril tln^e afttistance, 

iSiTviii^ thee as flesh serves spirilt 

*' HoTintlin;:. ■rour^inf;. flaying, bormtagt 
CoAtin;; into chains or exile. 
At thy buldiii;; UieM vile wretehtt. 
Hear and heed me now, my 
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"Thesp bo noviie like their tirethren, 
lien Jeliiiilalt is nrcountod 
Sarngnau'* ft nit jiliyiician, 

Lovod by eollragiio u by patient 

"And hii daaghter Dohha Znm 
la our cily'a pearl of beaulyi 
Like tlie clujitcn of llie vinpyftrd 
Droop the ring! eta o'er her templai. 

"like llin mnnn in •Iftrry bonvcini 
Shine* her face amnn;; her peoplO) 
Antl her form hatli nil lliu liui^or, 
Grace And glamour of the jMlin-trea- 

" Well tliou knowcst, thrire revprpnd inut«r, 
Tliia ia not llictr fint Affliction, 
Wu it not our Holy OfGre 

Whose bribed meniab fired their dwelling? 

**Ere daira broke, the Bmoke ascended. 

Clicked the atainTDys, filled the chamber*, 
Waki-cl the hotwol.oh! to iJio terror 
Of the flaming death titat threatened. 

"Then llio poor botl-riddon mother 

Knew her honr hnd cnme i two danghtm, 
Twinned in form, and mind, and Rpirit, 
Aad their father ^ who would UTe tb«m ? 
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*' Towards her door sprang Ben Jehudahy 
Donna Zara flew behind him 
Round his neck her white arms wreathing^ 
Drew ]iim from the burmng chamber* 

** There within, her sister Zillah 

Stirred no limb to shun her tortorey 
Held her mother's hand and kissed hoTy 
Saying, • We will go togotlier.* 

^ Tliis the outer throng could witness. 
As the flames en wound the dwelliii|^ 
like a glory they illumined 
Awfully tlie martyred daughter. 

''Closer, fiercer, round they gatheredy 
Not a natural cry escaped her, 
Helpless clung to her her motlicr, 
Hand in hand they went together. 

** Since that ' Act of Faith ' three wintert 
Have rolled by, yet on the forehead 
Of Jehudah is imprinted 

Still the horror of that morning. 

** Saragossa hath respected 

His false creed ; a man of sorrowsy 
He hath walked secure among usy 
And his art repays our suff eranoe.** 
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Thus ha apokt utd eeiwd. The Abbot 
Lent him u impatimt Itcaring, 

Thra Mthnk* willk ugiy accent, 

** W* hftn boiM Uiffto yean, them njreit f 

"Tia mooght mynw la uicrcd. 

Hum •hoU poiih wiUi their brethren. 
Hirk ja ! In nj tmim' pure current 
W«n ft niigb dnp founil .len-iih, 

"I would ahrink not from outponring 
All mjr life Uoedi b«t to purge iL 
Shall I guiUcr prow ta othen ? 
llercj would be Merilegioiu. 

\ " Ne'er again at thf eoal'i peril. 
Speak to me ot Jewiih beMi^» 
Jewiih ikill, or Jewieh Tirtoe. 
I hare uid. Do thou r 



Down behind the purple hiUaido 
Dropped the nu | obore the g 

Bang the Angelni' clear eadenee 
SnmmoBing (he nwnki to leiinfi. 



u 




TRANSLATIONS FROM PETRARCH. 

IN yVTA. LXVIL 

SixcE thoo and I hare proren mafij a tioM 
That all our lio[)e betraja m and decciTet» 
To tluU conftainmate good which nertr g i i tf — 
Uplift thjr heart, towards a hap|>ier elime. 
This life i^ like a fiekl of flowering thjme. 
Amidst the herbs and gram the serpent liTta ; 
If au^ht unto tlie sight brief pleasure giTet» 
'T is but to snare tlie soul with treaeheroot Umm 
So, woul<l.«t thou keep thy spirit free frooi 
A tranquil habit to thjr latest daj, 
Follow the few, and not the mlgar crowd. 
Yet roayest thou urge, '* Brother, the rtrj wmj 
Hiou showest us, wherefrom thy fooUtops 
(And nerer more tlian now) to oft did eliij 

IN \TrA LXXVL 

SrNNrct'io, I would luire tliee know tbt 
lliat 'n dealt to me, and what a life is niia*. 
Eren as of yore, I struggle, burn and \Hn^ 
Laura traj)«|H>rtJi nic, I am still tlie 
All meekness here, all pride she there 
Now harsh, now kind, now cmel, bow be^if t 
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Han bonor dotbed her, Dicre a graco divine t 
Now gentle, now disilainful of my flBine. 
Hen nreetlj did ibe sing ; there m awhile ; 
Tban ihe torned Wk, she lingered in thu gpot 
Hen with her ^leadid eyes my heart nhe cIoTe. 
She attend then • word, and here did smile. 
Hen ihe ehaaged color. Ah, in *uoh fond 

tbonglit, 
Holde IM bj di^ Md night, oor muter Lore. 

IN VITA. CV. 
I uw en earth engi^lic graces beam, 

Celeatial been^ in oar woild belnw, 
Wboee mere remembrance tbrilli with grief and 

woe J 
All I see new icemi abedew, amoke and dnam. 

I aaw in thoie twin4i^ita the teai-drojw gleam, 
Thoee lighta that made the ion with eavj gtow. 
And from thoee lipa each ai^ and worda did 

flow, 
Ai made revolve the hilla, itaad aUIl the itreaiB. 
Iiove, conrage, wit, pily and pain In one, 

Wept in men doleetaad harmooioiiB itraln, 
Than anj other that the world haa known. 

So rapt waa heaven in the dear nfrain, 
That not a leaf npon the braoeb waa blown. 

Such sUer iwMtaaaa filled the aerial plain. 
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IN VITA. CIX. 

The God of Love and I iu wonder stared^ 
(Ne'er having gazed on miracles ere now,) 
Upon my lady*8 smiling lips and brow, 
Who only with herself may be compared. 
Neath the calm beauty of her forehead baredf 
Those twin stars of my love did bum and floW| 
No lesser lamps again tlie path might show 
To tlie proud lover who by Uicse had fared* 
Oh miracle, when on the grass at rest, 
Herself a flower, she would clasp and hold 
A leafy branch against her snow-white breast. 
What joy to sec her, in the autumn cold, 
Wander alone, with maiden thoughts possess'd, 
Weaving a garland of dry, crispy gold I 

IN MORTE. II. ON THE DEATH OF CARDINAL 
COLONNA AND LAURA. 

The nol)lo Column, the green Laurel-tree 
Are fairn, that shsided once my weary mind. 
Now I have lost what I shall never find, 
From North to South, from Red to Indian Sea. 
My double treasure Death has filched from me. 
Which made me proud and happy midst my kind. 
Nor may all empires of the world combined, 
Nor Orient gems, nor gold restore the key. 
But if this bo according to Fate's will, 
What may I do, but wander heavy-souled, 
With ever downcast head, ^yen weeping still ? 
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lif« of o«r«, N loTrIf to hchold, 

Is <MM fariaf tnorn bow euily dott Uion apill 

Hut wUeh w* toOod for yeftra to gkln and hold I 

IN HORTE. JOJn. 
Tow nlghUngil* iriio moumi m plaintlvsly 
PerchMiea Idi Sedglingti or liii dorliiig muUi, 
Filb ikf and «Hth witlt iwcvUicm, wubliiig IbM, 
Prophade notM <rf molting moloily. 
All night, hsi M it wure, eoiiiixiniuni mo. 
BmniBding m* of iny so cruol lata, 
Ifonntiag no other gric( anvo mine own atrntflt 
Wbo kaatr not Dentli reigned o'or divinity. 
How eujr 'til to diijra tho «oul secure I 
ThoM two fur lunpi, evon thui the mn mon 

bright, 
Who aTer dmuned to mo tnm tUy obooon f 
But Fortane hu orflained, I now «n ran, 
That I, midit lifolong tean, ■hoold loom ari^it, 
Naught hen can make n h^ipf, or endnreh 

IN VITA. CANZOm XL 
O WATEM (rooh and iwoet and cUart 
When bathed her lorely franio, 
Who Momi the onlj ladjr mtd bm i 
gentle branch and dear, 
(ffiglung I ipeak thj name,) 
Thoa column for bev Aaptij tUgba, Imv 
wpplakBaei 
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O grass, O flowers, which she 

Swept with her gown that Teiled 
The angulic breast unseen ; 

O sacred air screiie, 
Whence the divino-eye<l Love my heart aaiailad> 

By all of ye bo heard 
This my supremo lament, my dying word* 

Oh, if it bo my fate 

(As Heaven shall so decree) 
Tliat Love shall close for mo my weeping eyety 

Some courteous friend I tupplicata 

Midst these to bury me, 
Wliilst my enfranchised spirit homeward illet | 

Loss di*cadful death shall rise, 
If I may boar this hope 

To that mysterious goal. • 

For ne'er did weary soul 
Find a moro restful spot in all £artli*t seopet 
Nor in a grave more tranquil could win free 
From outworn flesh and weary limbf to ilee« 

» 

Perchance tlie time shall be 

When to my place of rest. 
With milder grace my wild fawn shall return 

Here where she looked on me 

Upon that day thrice blest : 
Tiien she shall bend her radiant eyes that yearn 
In search of me, and (piteous sight I) shall learn 
That I, amidst the stones, am clay. 
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l£aj lore inspire her in soeh wietp 

With senOeet breelh of eiglie, 

Thai ly n itony eorpee, ihell benr lier prejt 

And feree the Tery ddeet 
Thai I may wipe the lenn from lier dear 9jm» 

From the fair boughs deseended 
(Thrice preeions memory I) 
Upon her Up a shower of fragrant bloom 
Amidnt thai glorj splendidf 
Humbly reposM shOf 
Attired as with an aoreole*s golden ghMmk 
Some blossoms edged her skirli and some 

Fell on her yellow cnrlsy 
Like buminhed f^ld and pearls^ 

Eren so they looked to me upon thai day. 
Some on the gronnd* some on the rirer layf 

Some lightly flattering abore, 
Encircling her, seemed whispering : ** Here reigna 
Lore-" 

How many times I cried. 
As holy fear o'ercame, 
'* Sarely tliis creature sprang from Ftoidisa,** 
Forgetting all beside 
Her goddess mien, her frame. 
Her face, her words, her loToly smiki her eyee. 
All these did so derise 
To win me from the troth, alas I 
That I did say and sigh, 
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«* How came I hiiber, when and wh j ? "* 
Deeming njielf in bearen, boI wbcra I vaai 

Henceforth thb gntf tpol 
I lore to mncb, peace rieewliera fiad I aal. 



U jT Song, wert Umq adonMd to tkf 
Thoo coukbt go boldl j f ortk 
And wander Iroa n j lipt o*cr all Ika aartk 



FILVQMENT. CAX20XB XIL I. 

I xnTR tee, after noctnmal rain« 
The waiulcrin;; itart more throvgh the air 
And Bnmc forth *twixt tlie dew-fall and Ika 
But I lH>liol4l her radiant eyes whereta 
Mt wcanr npirit findcth rest frooi pain i 
At dimmetl hj her rich Teil, I law hm Ike 

time; 
Tlie re nr hcaren beamed with tbe ligbft 
Of tlicir celmtaal beaat? : dewy*wel 
Still do they thine, ami I am baraing jtC 
Now if tlio riting ton I tee, 
I feci the Hglit tliat hath enamored ma. 
Or if he tetm I follow him, wbea ba 
IWart eltcwhere hie eternal ligHl« 
Learing behind tbe tbadowj warae af aifbt 
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rRAXatEST. TBIONFO D'AUORB. 
I KKOW how well Lots flhootji, liow iwift Ui 

Hov DOW bjr fotM and Mw I7 (tcnlth he •t«al«, 
IIow ho will lliraOcn now, nnuti will iiuuta, 
And bow niutaltlo mn lti> clmriol wlivcli. 
How doabtful mn hii hopoB, liuw luro 111* |i(Un, 
And Imw hu fnitlifnl proiiii»c liu ri-|ii'aU. 
How in oao'i nuurow, in ono's viul voiii, 
His nnotildering fln (laioliuni n liiddcn woandi 
Whon iloftth ii nuuiitett. il(<>itraclii>ii plain. 
Id nun, how erring, &Mn and uniouiiJ, 
How timid and how l)old nra IvTen' daja, 
Whore willi icmnt iwceUioM biUor dmnglili 

abound. 
I linow Utcir Mngs, tbcir ligiU) thoir iihwI ynjtf 
Their brukon •jtooch, Uuiir inddon liloncoo. 
Tboir IMuing luiglitar and tlwir griof that itajnt 
I know bow raixod with gall thoir boaej la. 

rRAQMENT. TKIONITU DKLLA llOBTK. 

Now linco nor griof nor toor wa« longor thoro, 
Each Uiougbt on lior fair faco waa elaar (« •••, 
CompiMcd into tlio oabnnoac of do*pair^ 
Not like a flamo oxtingiiidiod Tlolontlj, 
Hut ono coninming of ita proper light. 
Eren ao, in peace, wrena of wait pa wad ihia. 
Even aa a lamp, to loeid, ioftl j'Mghl) 
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Whoto wMtcnaiif doCh fail by alov <lcgreM» 
Weariaj; nnto Um cimI. iu wontttd yiA^^ 
Not pale, bot whiter thaa Um mcfw <nm mm 
FUking a killtid« Ummgli Um wimllaM air. 
Like ooe o'erwaariad, iba wp oae d in paaea 
An 'twere a eweei alcap filled aacb loreljr 9j% 
The tool alroadjT baruig fled fren there. 
And this k what doll look hare wewed !• dli^ 
her iair £aoe death iteeU eeesed fab. 



TBAMSU.TIONS PROM ALFRED DB 
UUSSET. 



THE KAY NIGHT. 



Gm nw m IdM, mj poat, tftke Uijr \yn t 

The bttcU an bontiag «n llie wild «w««t-Mw. 

T«4igl]t the Spriiif b born — tho brtou Ukc* 

fin. 
Exiwetmnt of the dftim behold tho thmh, 
Perched on tho freefa brueh of tlio fint giMB 

boahi 
Qin taa m kiw, mj poetf tsko th/ Ijm. 



How bUck it looki wiUiin tho vela I 
I thought * nafflod form did Mtil 
Above the tres-topa, through the air. 
It Memed from yonder field to pMi^ 
Ita foot jiut gnutod Uie tender grtm | 
A vition atnuige and fair it waa. 
It nella and ia no long«r thar*. 



Mf poet, take thjr Ijrra i apon tha lawn 

ITi^t roeka the uphjrr on bar Tailad, aoft bniab 
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Tlie nwe. tdll rirpiu koUt kfndf witUnvm 
From Um winged. iriMd wi^ witk Wvt 



Hark, all u haihcd. Now of ikjr 

drvaiB : 
To^ar tlio tuntct, witii a li n^^ tii ag 
CamscU the diiskT-fi4img««l Umlea-] 
All ihin^ tliAll Uoom to^nigiit : grMi Ki 

thnlU. 
Her c<«aru with perfume, powinn. ngha. ihs ADi^ 
to the DQpUAl bed of joothf «1 bff«> 



POIT- 

Whr throbi mT Iwart to fart, to lov P 
AVI:. It ««;t« HIT •c«thin; blooil a;Wv, 
AnU l.iU niT Acnte with rapw alTrigklP 
W.iO rap* u{^n nr clianibeiMloor f 
My larop'i ^{'cnt ray u]M>n the door* 
WikT di^e« It daxile me with li|;hl ? 
Grvat God * i&t limbe uak amlcr ■• 1 
AV':,o rntem ' who U cmllini* ? Bono ! 
Tlio c'ock itrikc« -^ I am all tiamm^ 
O solitude '. O poTertj ! 



Mr p«vt. u*f thr lyre- Yooth*t Uviaf 

F«'mi n*.* lo-ri^lii witiiin the Teina dini 
M\ I rr.\«t i« trv'i'.'ioi. ttirlinj; with deeir% 
Tilt" }v.%r.:jn^ rwre )w tet my \k\n aAro i 
luLctt rLud. behold me, I am fair 1 
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Our Ant embraea doat ifaou so eiKin forgot? 
ilow pal* tboa wMb, when my wing grated thy 

hur. 
Into BUiw anna tboa fall'at, witli ejrelidi wetl 
Uh, b thj Utter griaf, I sulocetl tliee, 
Ufing of lora, tlij joatlif ul stren^L outworn. 
Now I ihall dia of hope — oli comfort ain I 
I aead thj prajren to lire until the mom. 



rOBT. 
Ii it thjr Toiee mj apirit knows, 

darling Uoaa 1 And ruut tliou be 
Ujr own immortal ohu ? my rote. 

Roll) puro uut fait}irul hoart when glowa 
A lingering apark of love tor ma ? 
Yet, it ■■ thou, with trenea brigfatt 
T ia thou, tny tiater and mj bride. 

1 feel amidit the ehadow/ nighti 
From thj gold gown tha raja of light 
WiUuD mjr heart'i roeewei ^ida. 



Ujr poot, take thj Ijrre. Tiil,iiwl]^, 
Who leoing thee UHd^^t ao Mtd and dumb, 
Lik« to the mothar-lnnl wboae brood la vrj' 

ing. 
From nttnort hearen to weep with tboa have 

ilj friend, tboa aalfarait i a eeei*t woe 
Qnawa at thf life, then ai^ieat in the nl^fc 



n 
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Lore Tisiu tbe«, toch Ioto m mortali ka»v. 

Shadow of gUdnow, tembUnet of deligkL 

Rise, fing to God lk§ UMOghU Ikat ill tlqr 

brain, 
ThjT boned plcafuret and tbj loog-poal 
Come, with % kiat, whert ankaova 

gleam, 
Awake tlie mingling echoes of thy dajti 
Sing of thy folly, glory, joy urI prattOi 
Be all an unpremeditated dream ! 
Let us inrent a realm where oao for g t U » 
Come, we are all alone, the world it 
Green Scotland tawny Italy offsets i 
Lo, Grv^ecc my mother, with her 

flowers, 
Argos and IHekon with its shrines and 
Cclc*«lial Mcssa po]ittluos witli doves ; 
And Pelion with his shaggy, cliaagiag 
lUue Titarosus, and tlie gulf of slstl« 
Who^ wares that glass the floating swaa* rsfaal 
Snowy Caiuvre to Oloossooe's saow. 
Tell me what golden dreams shall 

sleep, 
Whence sitall be drawn the 

weep ? 
This morning wlien thy lids 

What pen«ire seraph, bending kindly 

I>rf>p]M>I lilacs from his airy robe of wkii 

And wlus])ered drrams of lore witkia ikiaa aar P 



280 TRAHSLATIONB FROM DE UCS8ET. 

^nj. thall ve a!ng of iwlnFM, joy nr liopa ? 
Or bailie in blouil tlio sorriod, Btcol-clnd rivnlu F 
Sre loTcn mount tlio loililer'a ailkcn ropo ? 
Or fleck the wind iritli couricn' fanniing flank* ? 
Or ahall we uU whms hand tlie lamps above, 
In the celestial mansion*, year by jenr, 
' KntUes with Borrcd oil of life anil lore ? 
ITith Tarquin tliatl we cry, "Come, night U 

here ! " 
Or iliall wo dire for prnrli bonoatb the eoas, 
Or And tlio wild gooti by the olpino Irooa ? 
Bid melancholy gaio upon the ikioi ? 
Follow the huntsman on the upland lawne? 
The roe uplifls her tearful, aupjiliant eyes, 
llcr hcslb awaits her, and licr luckltng fawni| 
Ho itoops, be 8Liu{;htcrs her, he flingi her heart 
Still wnrni amiiUt his panting hounds apart. 
Or iball wo paint a maid wltli vermeil cbecli, 
Who, with her page behind, to vespers fares, 
Besido her mother, dreamy-eyed and meek, 
And on her lialf-eped lips forgets her prayen. 
Trembles midst echoing columns, hearkening 
To hear her bold knight's clanging span ost* 

ring. 
Or shall we bid the heroes of old Prance 
8ealo full equipped tlie halllemented wall, 
And so revive the simple-strained romance 
Tlicir fame inspired our troubadours withal? 
Or shall we clothe soft elegies in white 7 
Or Ud the man «f Waterloo neilo 
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Eif ittvT. Mmd^omp wmrnn W Ui art. 

Or crt UK IttTM^ «£ ctcnul aickl 

Oft ka rrc«m wad witk iatal wu( did 



Aad ^TAw UM vreatk kit liiwih kftd 



x 
Ittv ike !rr» '. I eaa be tuU wo 

Ujvn Lnf rreixih of ffprin^ nr pinioat fly. 

Tbe &.r rjr-'v^ru m« — from the cAitk I i 

TboG we«:ir«t — God Hm bcAiii — ikt 

rorr. 

rSc^aj f:»:er. if thoQ A*k bat Om, 
From fr. e.-Hiiv lip* a ptauc kirn* 
I ^ -^r-" *^"»!; tcir frocn kiadlr eyw^ 

Tr.<^ w .1. I jlidtT pTf to 

*^-r li< rrmrui'.irr t<lMi<TlT, 

If lii^u rrtiJCMintr*; to lk« 

N^'^ \-^r.crr I of hope tball nnft 

0{ ixxt\t or *'>T. of lore or 

Aii». r. n ercn tf *ufffrinjj. 

Mr ii-« are Ux'^e-i — I le*A aad di 

To beiu* tiM vbiapor of mr koart. 
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Wliat ! un I like tlie aatmnn Lreeie for joo, 
^Vliich (ecda on tcon even to the rerj gnjo. 
For whom ftll grief Ii but n droji of dew ? 
{ytei, but one kiu — 't wa* I wlio gnve> 
T)ie need I fain iroulil i-oot fnim nut this lod 
]■ thine own iloth — thj giict liclong* to God. 
Whalavcr norrow thy youn;; heart lio*o found, 
0|icn it well, thi* over-cncred wound 
TVnlt hy dnrk angcli — givo thy Raul reUuf. 
Naught mnkci ni nobler than a nohio grief. 
Yet deem nut, poet, though thti |inin have conWi 
That therefore, hero below, tliou ninjrit be 

Bctt arc tho song* mniil deiipcrata in their 

Immortid onci, whieh are pure *olii I know. 
When the waTc-wcary pelican onre more, 
Midiit flrening-Tapors, gaina hia neat of recda, 
Hi« famished brood ran forward on the ahor* 
To ace where high above tho aurge he apeeda. 
Ai though even now their prey they covld d» 

•troy. 
They haatcn to their *ire with tcreami of joy. 
On awollen neck* wagging tlieir benka, they 



He ilowly wini at laat a lofty rock, 
Sheltera beneath hia drooping wing hia Aock, 
And, a lad fieber, gates on the >ky. 
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Adown his opon broast tlio blood flows there \ 
Vainly ho searched the ocean's deepest party 
The sea was empty and the shoro was bore, ' 
And for all nouriHhmont ho brings lib heart 
Sad, silent, on the stone, he gives his brood 
His fathcr-cntrails and his father-blood, 
Lulls with his love sublime his cruel poin^ 
And, watching on Ids breast the ruddy stain, 
Swoons at the fata) banquet from excess 
Of horror and voluptuou8 tenderness. 
Sudden auiidnt the sacrifice divine, 
Outworn witli such protracted suftering, 
He fears his flock may let him live and pine ; 
Then up he starts, expands his mighty wing. 
Beating his heart, and with a savage cry 
Bids a farewell of such funereal tone 
That the scared seabirds from tlicir roek-netti 

fly. 

And the late traveller on the beach alone 
Commends his soul to God — for death floats by. 
Even such, O poet, is the })oet*s fate. 
His life sustains the creatures of a day. 
The ban([uet8 served upon his feasts of state 
Are like the pelican's — sublime as they. 
And when he tells the world of hopes betrayedf 
Forgctfulness and grief, of love and hate, 
His music does not make the heart dilate. 
His eloquence is as an unsheathed blade. 
Tracing a glittering circle in mid-air, 
While blood drips from the edges keen and bare* 
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O Mow, iniatiat* toa), demaiid 

No more tlian lies in human powar. 
Sinn writ«i no word npon tbo Band 

ErcB at tlie fnriou* wliirln-ind'* hour. 
ThoTfl WM k Uiiio when joyoui youth 

ForrTer f1ultcre<l at my moulh, 
A merry, tinging bin), just frittd. 

Strange martyrdom has iinco been mina, 
Should I rerive its iiliglit«Rt sign, 

At the first note, my lyre and tliias 
WooU oap Mondw like » iced. 



THE OCTOBEB KIQHT. 

PORT. 

Ut baantiiig grief hM nnishcd like a dream, 
Ila floating fading memory leems one 

With tfaoee frail miila born of the dawn'i flret 
beam, 
DieeolTing m the dew nielta in tl>o mm. 

lliniB. 
What ailed thee then. poet nhw | 
What Mcret mieerj wo* thine, 
Which eet a bar 'twixt thee aad DM F 
Alaa, I enfter from It alill i 
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What wmt this griff. Uiit nnknowa iO, 
Wbich I hftre wepi to bitterlj ? 

FOCT. 

T wms bat a connDon grief, well knows of 
BqU k>ok TOO, whro our heorj heart m 

Food wretcbet that we are ! we faiicj Ihca 
That torrow neTer bas been foil belora. 

MtVB. 

There cannot be a eominoB grief. 

Save tliat of comiDon eouU ; mj friraJ, 

Speak out, aiul pre thr lieart relief, 
Of this grim necret make an end. 

Confide in me. and liare no fear. 

The God of siionee, pale, aoitere, 
I» voun;:er brodier onto death. 

Even ax we rooam we 're eomfortodt 

And oft a »ngle word it taid 

Which from remorto dcbrereth. 

forr. 

If I were bound this daj to tell my 

I know not br what name to call my 
Love, foUv. pride, e iperie nee — neither k 

If one in all tiie world might therebr 
Yet re'erthelcM I '11 roieo the tale to thet. 
Alone liere bv the hearth. But do thou tako 
This It re — come nearer — eo ; my 
Shall gently with the harmoaiea awaktb 
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Bat flnt, or «• Uijr griof tliou uy, 
tij port, ut thoa bcali'd thoroof? 

Itotliink UtM, Iboa mant upcak to-daji 
A* fnt from luUnd na fr«m Iot*. 

For man hu givra th» \\i>\y name 
Of eonMdaUoa nnto in«. 

M«ko me no p«ita«r «( thy shune. 

In paanoM that ban ruintd tbo*. 



Of my old woondt I am ao (ound and who!*, 

Abnort I doubt they wer^, nor find tlioir Iraeo i 
And in the p«aM» wliort I tinlccil my aoul, 

In mine own Btood I MO n *trangcr'« foes. 
Udm, haTfl no fear, wo botJi mny yield awkUo 

To thie first inepiration of rogrcL 
Oh, it ie ([ood to weep, 't ie good to emilo, 

Bomombering lorrowi we might oIm forgot 



Aa the watcbfal mother stoopa 

O'er her infant'e eradled roat, 
So my trembling ipirit droope 

O'er thii lonpoloeed, silont breaab 
Spoak I I touch the lyi-o'i iwoot alringa, 

Feebly, plabtivoly U linge, 
With thjr Toiee Mt free at lut. 

While athwart % radi&nt beam. 
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Like a lights enchmnted dr«am« 
Float Um tbMlowB of Um past 

POET. 

Mjr days of work I sole dajrt whtraon I liwd I 

thrico-bolorM tolitiide 1 

Now God be praised, onee more I have aiiiia^ 

In this old study l>are and rude. 
These oft-dcsertcd walls, this shabby dea. 

My faitliful lain|>, my dosly chair, 
My iKilace, my small world I greet agaim 

My Muse, immortal, young and fair. 
Thaiik God! we twain may sing 1 
side, 

1 will rcToal to thee my tlioaght 
Thou nhalt know all, to thee I will eooAda 

llio evil by a woman wrouglit. 
A woman, yes ! (mayliap, poor friendsi j% 

Or c%'cr I hare said Uie word !) 
To such a one my lool was bound, no 

Than is the vassal to his lord. 
DctC'«iod yoke ! witliin me to destroy 

Tlio vi^ur and the bloom of youth ! 
Yet only througli my lore I caught, in 

A Hoctin;* glimpse of joy. 
When by the bixwk, beneath the event 

On tilvcr nAmlt we twain would sCrayt 
The viliiio wrnitli of the as|icn tree afar 

PointiHJ fur us the dusky way. 
Once more witliin the moonlighl do I tiO 
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tliat bir lom •ink n[ion my brcMt ; 
No mora of that! Alu, I never gueuo<l 

Whither mjr ttim was lending me. 
The ■>ig>7 gods Mme Tictim craved, I fear, 

At that Ul-onwnod time, 
Sine* tboj han pnniahfld me u for a eruao, 

For tryiiig to bo happy boro 1 

A viaieii of mnembered yij 

RoTcab haalf to thoa once moni 
Why foarect thoa to live it o'er, 

Rctncing it wttlmul annny ? 
Wouldst thoa eonfirlr iIlo trutli to mo, 

And yet thow golden dayi duproro? 
If fftta hu bean unkind to thee, 

Do thou no lem, my friend, than ilM> 
And naile npon thine early loro. 



Rather I dare to unite npoa my woe. 

MttW, I hnvo laid it, I wonld fain roriow 
\ly cixntcR, viiione, frensy,— calmly abow 

Tlte hour, place, cirenmttanee, in eider do*. 
T was an autumnal evening, I recall, 

Cliill, gloomy I thii one bringi it back again. ^' 
Tlie murmuring wind's monotonou riN and bQ 

Lulled lombre caro within my wrnuy brain* 
I wailed at the eavement for my lore, 

And liatening in the darknoM Ua«k aa deaAf 



^ 
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Such mclancholjr did mj tpirii bot« 

Tliat all at once I doabtod of Imt failk 
Tlio street whercb I dwelt was kmelj, poor* 

Lantern in hand, at timet, a shade passed bj» 
When the gale whistled through the hallopaj 
door. 

One seemed to hear afar a homan sigh. 
I know not to what omen, sooth to say. 

My tuitcntitious spirit fell a prey. 
Vainly I summoned coura^ — coward4ik« 

I shucUlered when the cluck began lo strikob 
She did not come ! Alone* with downcast 

I stared at street and walls like one 
How n)ay I tell tlie insensate passion bred 

Dy tliat inconstant woman in my breast I 
I lored but her in all the world. One day 

Apart from her seemed worse than death lo aSb 
Yet I remember how I did essay 

Tliat cruel night to snap my chain, go ffOOb 
I n-imod her traitretn, seqient, o*er and o'eTp 

Hor.ll led tlio anguish suffered for her sak% 
ALit ! licr f.ital Itcauty ro>e once more, 

Wli.1t ^'riif. iKluit torture in my heart lo wokol 
At I.i^t morn bn>kc; with waiting rain 

I fell nfllrc|f a-^inst tlie casement there. 
I o)K <1 my li.U ii|>on tlie day new bom, 

My (I.i7£liHl (glance swam in the radiant air* 
Tlicn on tlio outer staircase, soddenly, 

I heard aoft steps ascend the narrow figh^ 
8a?e me. Great God! Iseeber^ilisslMl 
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Wliuica eom'it thon F ip«ak, where hut thon 
beau Ihu ni^ 7 
What doit Uwa Mek? wlio brings thee here thus 
bt«? 
Wliara \m thia lardy form reclined till Any, 
Willie I ftloM mnit wateh und weep and trnit ? 
Whdiv, «k1 OB whom hiLst tliou been imiling. 

Out, Ititolent InitraM I canst thou come accnnt, 

And off«r to vnj Um tliy li|i«' rip« cLnrma? 
What cr»TMt Ihoo? Bf what iinhalloirecl thirat 

Dursat tbon nllara ma to ihy jiuled u-ma ? 
ATaant, begoiw I gboat of my niislresi dead. 

Back to tlijr gniTe I aroiil tho morning*! hnim I 
Be 107 loet youth no mora retnemberM I 

And when I think of ibee, I 'U know It waa • 

Kim. 
Be c«]n) I I beg thoe, I Implore 1 

I ehodder, hearing of thj pain. 
deor^tt friend, tbj wound OM* nota 

Ii opening to bleed again. 
la it M rery deep, «la« ! 
How alowlj do tho trace* paaa 
Of this world'i troablas I Thon, mj aoBf . 
Forget her I let thy memory ahnn 
Even to thia woman's vary aamo, 
Uy inuring lipa rafna to fnuaa. 
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POET. 

SHaiim upon her, wbo first 

Treaaon and falsehood taaghl 1 
With grief and wrath arcortt, 

Wlio set mj hrain diilranglii. 
Shame, woman baleful-ejed« 

WhoM fatal lore entomhed 
In vhadowB of thy pride 

My April ere it bloomed. 
It wan thy roice. thy smile, 

'Fliy |K>i8one<l (;1ance9 brigbit 
Which taught me to rerilo 

The semblance of deli^^ht. 
Thy grace of girlisii yean 

Murdered my jtcace, my sUtp^ 
If I lose faith in tears, 

T is tliat I saw thee weep. 
I yicldcil to thy power 

A child's simplicity. 
As to the dawn the fiower. 

So o|>e«l my heart to the«. 
Doubtless this helpless heart 

Was thine witliout dcfenMi 
Were *t not the better part 

To pjiare its innocritce ? 
Shame ! thou vim didst lieget 

My earliest, youngest woe. 
Tlir tears are streaming yet 

Which first thou madeft flow. 
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QaeneUess Uiif tonree is lomid 

Whieh Uum hmrt first mifeikd. 
It issues from a wound 

That nerer maj be lieaML 
Bot in the bitter ware 

I shall be dean restored, 
And from mj sool shall lare 

Thy menKffj abhorred I 

MUSB. 

Poet, enough I Though but one single dajr 

Lasted thjr dream of her who faithless proftdf 
That daj insult not i whatsoe'er thou sajr, 

Respect thy lorei if thou would be beloTed* 
If human weakness find the task too great 

Of pardoning the wrongs by others done. 
At least the torture spare thyself of hate. 

In place of pardon seek oblinon. 
The dead lie peaceful in the earth asleep« 

So our extinguished passions too, should rest. 
Dust are those relics also ; let us keep 

Our hands from riolence to their ashes Meet 
Why, in this story of keen pain, my friend, 

Wilt thou refuse naught but a dream to see 7 
Does Nature causeless act, to no wise end ? 

Think'st thou a heedless God afflicted thoe ? 
Mayhap the blow thou weepest was to saTO. 

Child, it has oped thy hc«rt to seek relief; 
Sorrow is lord to man, and man a slare. 

None knows himself tiU he has walked with 
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A cniel Uw, but none the lew rapreme. 

Old as tliG world, yea, old as destinj. 
Sorrow baptizes as a fatal scheme ; 

All tilings at this sad price we still most Imj. 
Tlie harvest needs the dew to make it ripe. 

And man to lire, to feel, has need of lean. 
Joy chooses a bniise<l plant to be her type. 

That, drenched with rain, still many a 
bears. 
Did!«t thou not say this folly long had slept ? 

Art thou not liappy, yoang, a wclroine 
And those light pleasures that gire life its 

How wouUNt tliou ralue if thou hadst not wept ? 
Wbcn, Ivin;; in the sunlight on the grass. 

Freely thou drink 'st with some old friead «^ 
confess, 
Wouldst thou so cordially uplift thy gUui, 

Hadst thou not weighed tlie worth •! rhsw 
fulness ? 
Would flowers l»e so dear unto tliy heart. 

The vofM of Petrarch, warblingi of ihm bM« 
Shakefipearr and Nature, Angelo and Art, 

Hut that tliinc ancient sobs tlierein thov heard ? 
CouliUt tliou cnnceire the ineffable peaea tf 
liraTcn, 

Niglit's silence, murmnrt of the wave llmt 

flow*. 

If tleeitli-ntneM and ferer lia^l not driven 

Hiy thouglit to yearn for infinite rrposef 
By a fair woman's lore art thou not bl«l } 
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Wlien tbou dott hold tnd dup bor luund Id 
tliine, 
Doc* not tlio tliaught of woo* th&t onco pOMOswd, 

Mnko all tlio iwecWi" now her smilo divine? 
Wanilor )'o not togotlicr, tliou niid hIio, 

Midit IWniing wi>odi, on wintU tiko lilvor 
bright ? 
Docs not tlio wliito wraitlt of ilia anpoii-troo 

In that groon polACO, mark tlie iHttlk at night? 
And tceiit Uioa not, within tUo moon'a palo ny, 

Ilor lovrly form «ink on tliy brcojit ogoin 7 
If thou iliouldst movt with Kortuno on thy way, 

WouMit thou not follow sinipng, In hor train ? 
WJut luul Unw to regret ? Immortal ilnpo 

It Blupcd anew in tboe \ij Somw'i band. 
Why liata experieuea that enlarged thy aeopa F 

\i\vj cnrM the pain that mad* thy tool ax* 
pand? 
Ofa [Hty hor 1 *o (oIm, to fair to aee, 

Who from thine eyei aueh bitter tean did 
prew, 
She wH a woman. God reraaled to thee, 

Through ber, tlie eecrat of all b^ipineai. 
Her la«k was hard ) ebe lored Ihet, it may ba, 

Yet mnat ebe break thy heart, eo (ate decreed. 
She knew tlie world, aha taught It anto thea, 

Another reape the fruit of tier mladeed. 
Kty her I dreamlike did her lora diaperaa, 

She saw thy wonnd — aor eoold thy pain t^ 
move. 
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Willi horror's tliril*. 

This slrcpiii;; Miaki* t< 

Uncoil within mv h 

1 fr 

I I Oh Go(UIcs9« hear my 

My vow to ihcc is g 
By my beloved's blue 

And by tlic azure h* 
By yonder spark of fin 

Yon trembling pearl 
Tliat bearoth Venus' n 

And gliiitens from a; 
By Nature's glorious s< 

The infmito grace of 
Tlie planet's tranquil b 

That cheers the trav 
Tlie grass, tho water-cc 

Woods, fields with d 
Tlio quenchless vital fo 

The sap of all tho wi 
I banish from my heari 



• 1 
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Aj friend, while tlioa dlnUt H**, 
TIm hour when I forget, 
I likewise hhoulil forgitc. 



Lrt mo for^To 1 I hrcdk 

The long-mtitin;; *]>oll 
WiUi B hut tear, oh tnko, 

Take tlitiu, ft lut forcwcU. 
Kow. i^old-hain-d, pen>tTO MoMt 

On to our pIcMUFM I Sing- 
Some jojoui carol cIioom, 

Ai in tho dear old Spring. 
llM-k, how tho d«ir^r«itcbod kwn 

Secnta tlio aurora) hoar. 
Walieii iny love wilh dawn. 

And pluck her ^rden'a Qown. 
Immortat naUire, mo ! 

Casta alumber'i veil twaj. 
New bom with her are we 

In nwmiiig'i au-litit nj. 
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TiiK life and cliaractcr of 
arc thus described by Dr. Or 

Among tbo Jews baptiz 
wrought so much harm to 
Solomon Lcti of Borgos, k 
Paulus BurgcnsU, or do Sai 
1351^2, died 1435) who rose 
tical and political rank. . . . 
ical culture ; on the contrary, 
extremely derout, observing 
rites, and regarded as a pillar > 
eirole. . . . Possessed by amb 
synagogue where be had passc> 
ing and receiving iniitniction, 
narrow and restricted a spher 
bustling activity, aimed at a 
whatever capacity, began to li 
maintained a sumptuous equip 
and a numerous retinue of ser 
brought him into daily contact 
en gled him in religious discti 

ol \m^** 
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Uiiuol in Chnn-h uiit Steto, tnnj eren Oien lum i 
floitLtM) allimn|;t]r before liU miiiil. In order M ' 
profit hj liiit njioatA*;', tlio conTort Pnulut (to Snnta 
MnriA gmo out that ho liitd Toluntnrilj' ninbmced 
' Chriilinnit;, llto tbeoloftiml writiiij^ of tlio St-liolinst 
Tliomiui of AqiiloH hivTln); taken liolil of hit inmmi 
DonviFliiiiu. llio Jom, lioweior, mintmitod liU 
onKlulllj, niut knowing liiin well, tbej Mcriliod tbia 
■top to bii unbition luul bU thimt for fniue. Hi* 
brail;, coniialiog of a wifo ftnd »oti, nnouncnl bim 
when bo clumped bi* fftilh. . . . I lo studied theologj 
in tbo Uiiivcniljr of Vnti; ttnd tbcn viiitcd tiie rnp*) 
oourt of Avi^on, where Cm^UriU i*edi« do Jniut )md 
been cloeted pApnl nntnpwiiat to Oonodlct XIII. ol 
Rome. The ehnrrh feud nnd the Mhi«m between 
the two Fapet olTciwd tlio moat faromble opportu* 
oilj for iiitripiei And clnini^, PaiiluM, by hti clever 
nru, bin irni, Aod bin eloquence, won the fkTor of the 
Pnpp, who iliKemcd in him a oMful tooL Thua ba 
brrnmo ■ucrcMiTolj Arclideacon of Treviojo, Camw 
of SoTillc, Itiibop of CnrtAgen*, Chutoollor of Cat- 
tilo, und rrirj Councillor to King llearj III. of 
Spnin. With tongue ui<l pen he Attacked Judaiun, 
Ami JewiKh litcntiiro provided him with the Daeafr- 
mrf wenponi. IntcUi|;ent Jowl rif^itlj divised la 
thi* convert to Chriitinnitf their bittanwt aoonj, 
And entered into a eontcit with him. . , . 

Tbo eAmpAiffn ngninit tbo niAlignitj of Paul da 
Santa Matia waa openod bj a foong bao wbo had . 
foniierljr tat at hi* feat, Joohna ben Joaeph Ib« 
ViTca. from the town of Loiea or Alloiqul, a pbjit 
OiAD And Arabio icholar. In an apiatla written la ft 
tono of bnmilitjr ai from a doeila paptl t« a nrand 
maatar, ba daalt hU i^oalata Uaohw haatj UnH^ 
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Si«i«». tbo tow „,« ™f' P*"- 
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" no.* likoJr to k' *" "'•«'» 
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portion of the Jewt dwelt unong Chiiatiuii, whlla 
the majorit; lived in Alia and cnjofcd ft certain in- 
dependence. Tfaenj icninins on I; iLo concliuion 
(hat Puulus hu tasted tbe new dogmu and found 
them sufficient. . • . Allorqiii Iherefun; br^ htm to 
commanicatc big eoDTicUons and Tanqui«h lii» pntiil'i 
doubti conceminf; Chriatialiiljr. Instead of the gon- 
cnl apread of diTinv doctrine and vrcrlaiting peaco 
* which the proplicli hod associated with Uio ndTsnt 
ot the Messiah, onljr diiscnsion and war rcipierl on 
earth. Indeed, after Jesus' appearanoe, frightful 
wan hnd but inrrraied. . . . And ovra if Allon|nf 
conpednl the Meuioliship of Jenua, the Immaculate 
Conception, the Kesurrtction, and all ineomprehetiai* 
bla mimclea, he Mutd not reconcile himself to tike 
idea of God bcceming a man. Ererj enlightened 
conception of the Deity wae at rariance with it" 

[Page 77 ct sei]. Volume 8, Second half. Graett' 
Hiitorj of the Jews.] 

Miaum — Bh Vrm ilt., ti» Tik of " Eflli*." 
The enforced recipient* of baptism wh» remained 
in Spain foniied a peculiar clau, outwardly Chris- 
liana, inwanlly Jewt. Tbej might hare been called 
Jowiih-Christian*. The/ wore looked upon with 
•unjiicion l>j lite Chrialian population, and shunned 
with a still more intense haired by the loyal Jews 
who gBTo them the name of MAirattos, the accursed. 
[Page 73,] 



This sentence oeenie in another Epiatle t« Paalu by 
ProOat Dotao. 
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A» friencl, white thou di<bt livv, 
Tlio hour when I (orget, 

I likcwisa (Jioulcl forgive. 
L«t mo forgivo 1 T brook 

Itie long>uiiiting apoll> 
Will) R but tear, oh toko, 

Take tliou, R lut farewell. 
Now, gottl-hAtrcd, jiensiTe Muse, 

On to our jiloMurc* ! Sing — 
Some joyous earol chooH, 

Ai in the iloar ol<t Spring. 
Unrlc, how the dewilrencliod lawn 

Scents tlie nurorol hour. 
Wnkon mj love with dawn. 

And pluck her garden's flower. 
Immortal nature, see I 

Casta slumber's veil away. 
New bom with her tr« w« 

In raoming'i earliest ray. 




NOTES TO «« EPISTLE* OF JOSHUA IBH 
YIVES OF ALLORQUL 



TnE lifo and eharaeter of IVwIm de Snla Maiiii 
aro tbui dotcribcd by Dr. GraeU : •* 

Among the Jews baptiied la 1301 9 mo otter 
wrouglit 9o much harm to hit raco aa tha BoMi 
Solomon Levi of Dargoa, knows to 
Paului Durgcnsit, or de Santa Maria (1 
1351^2, died 1 135) who roae to wtrj higl 
tical and political rank. ... He had bo 
ical culture ; on the contrary, at a Jew, he had 
extremely deront, obecnring icrupolooaly all Ite 
rites, and regarded as a pillar of Jadaiaai in hia mwm 
circle. . . . Pottcsaed by ambition aad vaMiy. Ite 
srnagogue where he hail paaeed a thort tiaw ia fi^» 
ing and receiving inntmetioo, a p pea i od lo hiai !■• 
narrow and reatrictcd a sphere. He 
buAtling artiritr, aimed at a position at 
whAtercr cApacitr, began to lire oa a 
maintaine<l a tumptuoas eqtiipage, a apirilad 
and a numrrcnit retinue of senraala. As hia 
brought him into daily contaet with Chriataai 
entangled him in religious disensiieas, he Sta4ie4 ••» 
elcsiattical literature in order lo display hia ef«^ 
tion. Tlie bloody massacre of 1301 robbed hias mi 
all hope of reaching cmineoee as a Jew, la 
tieth year, and he abruptly reeolved lo he 
TIm lofty degree of d^ly whieh he 
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Uinrd 111 Chiirrh Mil Stnto, mny oron then hav4 
dttntoil allxringlf boforo lil« mhiil. In order to 
liniflt l>f lii> niwatAiiy, the convart I'nulut do 8flntA 
klnrin kktb out thnt ho faiul voluntarit]' otnbrncoil 
Clirlitinnltj, tlie Hienlnffienl wriliiip of tlio Sclmliaiit 
Tlioinu of A<ii>biu hnviiiK taken liold of bli tnmoit 
oonvictioni. TI10 Jow>, lioworer, mUtniilod liu 
erpiluUly, and knowing Urn well, thej onvribcd UtU 
•tcp ta hii nmliitiDn Mid bis thint for funo. lib 
(amiljr, coitBiRling of n wife wid mmi, rfitouitced him 
wlion lie cliiinged hii fnilh. ... He itudicd ttieolnf^ 
in tlio UiiiTor«lt)r of I'lini, nni then *i*ile<1 llie \inpal 
court of Avigiioii, wlicro Canllnal Pedro do Jiinn Imd 
been clcrtrd jinjini nntngnnint to Iknodiet XIII. «f 
Rome. Tba ebnrrli foticl and tlio ichiMn between 
tbe two Popes ofTcrcd Iht? mont (nrornlilo opitorta- 
nil/ for intrigaes nnd clnini*. Ptiulu*, by his clover* 
•CM, hii (e>I, kbA hi* <<lm|urnce, won tha farorof tha 
Pope, who dinceniril in luui a utcfiil tooL Thii* h« 
became (iicccuiTclj Arclnlencon of Trevin jo, Canon 
of SoTiDo, Ititbofi of Cnrtngonn, ClmnocltoF of Cat- 
tile, and Prirj Coondllnr to King lIiiDr7 lit. of 
Spain. With ton^iio and pen ha BtLacked Judaiim, 
aitd Jewijh litcraluru proridcl him with tli« neoea- 
■arj weapon*. Iiili-llii^cnt Jow* rijtUlIf divined In 
thii convert td Clirintinnitf tlioir bitterut enomf, 
tad ODtercd int« a cuntt-st with liim. . . . 

The campaign apviniit tl>o inalignit/ of Paul da 
Banta Maria wai Dpeoed by a Tvung man who had . 
fomHtl; Mt at hit fret, Joahua bea Joaeph Ibn 
Tivea, from the town ot Lorea or Allor«|iii, a phjil- 
eian and Arabio acliolar. In an epistle written in a 
tOM of hnmilitj ai from a docile popil to a ravaivd 
maitiT, ba d«^ hi* apettata taaobar baavy blow% 
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and under iho ■how of doubt ho thAilm tho icmmd^ 

tioni of ChrUtianitj. IIo bcpM hj tojiaf UmI tW 

apoitAiij of bis boloTod toucher to whom hk lojml 

■pirit bmd fonnorl/ elung, hut uniuted hiui 

muMuro and urouiod in him nuuij aorioua 

Ho can only ooncoivo four pouublo motivut for 

a surpriMing step. Either Ihudua hut beru uctuuio4 

by ambitioni lovo of wealth, pomp, and tho iutiifuu 

tion of the senaei, or ebe bj doubt of tho trutJh of 

Jinlaiiim upon pbilotophio froondi, and huu !•• 

nouncrd therefore tho rvligiou which alfofdod hiai tm 

little freedom and locuritj ; or tbo he hut fo r cuw 

throQjfh the latest eniel pertecutiont of tho Jowu is 

6pain, the total eitinction of the ruoo ; or, fbullj, hu 

may hare become convinced of the truth of ChriiliB 

unity. l*he writer entcn therefore into uu 

tion bated upon bis ac<iiuuntaoco with tho d 

bii former master, as to which of theoo four 

is most likely to liarc ocrasioned tho act. lie 

Wliovo tlint Hiubition and coTctootactt 

** For I n^ member when you used to bo mi 

by we.ilth and attendants, you sighed regretful^ 

for vour previous hnmble slatiou, for your 

life find communion with wisdom, and re g ardx 

actual briUiniit {MMiitun as an unjutisfuctofy 

bnppiiir^n. Nritlur can Allor«|ui udmit thul Fsalou 

hiul been disturbed by pbiloi«o|ihic secpticisas fur !• 

the dar of hii baptism bo liad obscrred ull tho 

iih en A torn 4 and IumI only accepird tlinl lilllo 

of p}nlo*4t|fhy wliirh aeeorils witii faith, alwuyt ru* 

jectinf; tho pemioinus ontwar^l slicll. lie Must uitu 

di«cArtl the theory tluit tlie sunpiinary p s r t f su ti ua «| 

the Jevi could liaro made Paulus dotpuir of Ihu 

sibU eootinuatAOQ of tho Jtwiah luuu, fur «dy U 
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portion Df tbe Jewi dwelt Binong Chrittifttu, whila 
tlus majority lirrd in Alia and enjoyed a certain iit- 
dpppndpnM. There remnins only the ooncltuioa 
that Paulua hal tested the new ilo^^ax and tound 
tbem infBcicot. . . . AUorqui therefore hegt him to 
eomnmnicate his conTJctiomi and Tanqniah hii> pupil'a 
doubta coneeming ChriRtianitjr, Instead of the |^n- 
•ral spread of divine doctrine and everlasting pea«« 
' which the proplicta had a»oeiatcd with the advtnt 
of the Meiiiali, onl; diiMniioa and war rci;;ned on 
««nh. Indeed, after Jciui' appearance, (rightful 
wan had hat inerenBe<J. . . . And oven if Allorqni 
eoneedcd the Meuialahip of Jesun, the Immaonlnte 
Coneeplion, the llosurrection, and all inromprchrnsl- 
Uo ounulc, ha oauM not reconrilo himaetf to th« 
idcft of God beeomiof a bub. Every enlightOMd 
MMcptioB of the Deitjr wai at TmrimnM with tt." 

[Page 77 et wq. Volane 8, Soaond halt, Gnat^ 
BuUirj of tba Jawa.] 

■iiaua. — tM T*r« iti., LIM Ttk i< •■ tptMl*." 
Tbe enioned ndpienti of baptUn who Mmained 
in Spain formed ft peenliar elaM, ontwanllf Chria- 
Uana, inwanll; Jowi. Hwj might bava been ealled 
JewUh-Chriitiana. Tbe; wei* lookad npoa with 
mipieioB bj tba Cbriitiu population, and tbaaDed 
with a itill man btone* hatmd bj tbe loTsl Jew* 
who gave tbem tbe boom of MamDoe, tbe M0UMd> 
CFkce73.] 




MOTEB. S57 

VeiMt 29 And 90 are pAiftpkruM horn is i p ii d > 
to Fkulnt bj ChMdai CrctcAft. 

^ TbeM are Uiniiiig quettioot, from wkieb tW %a% 
of the tUke mmj bo kindled. Chratinnitj giwo aW 
iclf out ai a now roTolaiioo in a oerlain 
pleting and improrinf Jndaasm. Bnl Um 
hat to litUo offieaoj, thai in tW proloofod 
tho Church, a now diTino moMOfo k alroadj 
to tcattor tho dangoroua errors. Two Popot aad 
their partiaans fulminalo againel each other bvlb of 
eicommon i catioB and ooodooui oaeh other to pv^ 
foundeet helL Where if tho troth and eortaia^ of 
lOfolatiooT" [GraoU* Hiitoi7 of the Jowi.] 
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